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THE FIVE CHAPTERS of this book were originally 
sermons delivered by Dr. Evans from the pulpit of 
The National Presbyterian Church in Washington, 
D.C. Such was their impact and influence upon the 
Capital that they were ordered printed in T’he Con- 
gressional Record, and they are published here 
through the cooperation of the editors of the Record. 
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Introduction 


HERE IN PERMANENT form are some sermons for 
Americans by a great American preacher. Dr. Louis 
H. Evans understands America today as few preach- 
ers are able to understand it. Year after year, as the 
Minister-at-Large for the Presbyterian Board of Na- 
tional Missions, he roves the country feeling its 
pulse, speaking to its heart and conscience. More 
significantly, Dr. Evans also sees clearly the role of 
our nation in today’s world and prophetically under- 
scores the spiritual dynamism required for America’s 
providentially assigned responsibilities. 

The author knows the forces which are at work— 
the pressures and counterpressures which play upon 
our culture. He recognizes the latent idolatries, the 
perils and pitfalls of our order. He also knows the 
Christian idealism and dedication which possess the 
people and pervade the land, when we are most truly 
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ourselves. He is aware of materialism but does not 
fall into the easy fallacy that economic well-being is 
of itself sinful or a sign of spiritual poverty. He rec- 
ognizes the creative force of the free man and sees 
clearly that if America is to lead she must be a citadel 
of moral strength and a bastion of spiritual power. 

During the past decade, Dr. Evans has preached 
in the pulpit of The National Presbyterian Church 
more frequently than any preacher other than the 
pastor. One year he was the preacher in the notable 
Charles Wood lecture series. For the past six years, 
as summer preacher, he has been heard by the Presi- 
dent, members of the Cabinet, justices of the Su- 
preme Court, senators, congressmen and diplomats. 
The congregations have crossed all political lines and 
included persons of many denominations. Some of 
the sermons have spoken so aptly to our times that 
their hearers have been moved to include them in the 
Congressional Record. Now five of them are in book 
form for a wider reading. As God’s blessing was 
upon their utterance, so will His Spirit make lumi- 
nous their reading. 

EDWARD L, R. ELSON 


The National Presbyterian Church 
Washington, D.C. 
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“Blessed is the nation whose God is the 
Lord; and the people whom he hath 


chosen for his own inheritance” (Psalm 


22:12), 


ie Is EVIDENT FROM THIS 
text that God has a philosophy of history—that He 
chooses what nations He will for His cosmic plan. 
Deity has undoubtedly smiled at the many “sac- 
red” anthropomorphisms, figures, similes and pic- 
tures that we have put together in our endeavor to 
describe Him and His attributes. We have pictured 
God as a Ruler upon a throne; as a Father in the 
heavens, providing for His little brood; as a Judge 
upon the universal bench, ever doing righteously. In 
Genesis He is pictured as the Holy Spirit, and else- 
where as a Mother bending over the cradle of the 
universe and crooning over the young child, Hu- 
manity. 
Yet, the most touching picture I have ever seen 
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of God is one in which He was sitting at the table of 
the universe, playing chess with men and nations as 
His pawns. He was playing a great game of strategy, 
and His aim was to build a Kingdom of Righteous- 
ness. 

The free will of man, as He chose to give it, 
seemed at times to allow such moves on the part of 
evil men and nations as to retard His progress and 
thwart His victory; yet one was conscious always 
that God would win in the end, and that the last 
maps would always be made in heaven. In these 
moves on the chessboard of history, “Careless seems 
the Great Avenger ... yet ... behind the dim un- 
known, standeth God within the shadow, keeping 
watch above His own.” 

As nations served His divine purpose, they re- 
mained on the chessboard of history; but when they 
got in His way, or in the way of the good of man- 
kind, He removed them. Nineteen civilizations had 
already been moved from the chessboard of history, 
for this strategic game was played with many men. 
Nations have been His pawns and His pieces, and 
this has been His strategy with knights and castles 
and kings and queens and bishops. 

Benjamin Franklin, when he was eighty-one, spoke 
these words at the framing of the Constitution: 
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I have lived, sir, a long time; and the longer I live, the 
more convincing proofs I see of this truth, that God gov- 
erns in the affairs of men. If a sparrow cannot fall to the 
ground without His notice, is it probable that an empire 
can rise without His aid? We have been assured, sir, in the 
Sacred Writings, that “except the Lord build the house, 
they labor in vain that build it.” I firmly believe this; and 
I also believe that without His concurring aid we shall 
succeed in this political building no better than the builders 
of Babel. 


Let us glance hastily now at the way in which God 
has moved and used various nations in this game of 
the Spirit and the Kingdom. 

Israel was to be used as His chosen people, to 
convey His truth and His oracles to the nations with 
whom this people should come in contact. But first of 
all, Israel must be tutored; she must learn obedience 
to God, humility, and dependability upon Jehovah. 
This she must learn in the throes of captivity. 

Thus Babylon is raised up, and a part of the 
Israelite people is made captive. Under Babylonian 
yoke God’s people learned obedience, and to reach 
out hand and heart to Jehovah’s guidance. Then the 
ministry of Babylon is done; soon she is to be re- 
moved from the chessboard. 

Persia now rises to power, and Cyrus is called by the 
prophets the “tool of Jehovah.” God maneuvers this 
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knight of history into such position as will enable 
him and his armies to knock with mailed fists on the 
brass gates of Babylon. Babylon falls—and God is 
done with Persia and its might. 

Another nation must now be born, for a light of 
hope is soon to break. Immanuel—“God with us” 
—is soon to be born in Bethlehem, and such speech 
will be His, such magnitude of thought and hope, 
that somewhere must be found a language that will 
rightly frame this message. It must contain fine 
shades of philology and meanings, and be a fit vehicle 
for the expression of this new gospel. 

Thus, Greece is born. God sets in the fanatical 
mind of young Alexander the determination that 
the whole world will think Greek, live Greek and 
speak Greek. On the emery wheel of Greek edu- 
cation, the Apostle Paul will polish the facets of his 
mind, and Philip the Evangelist will receive his for- 
ensic powers. Much of the world will speak Greek, 
and this will give God speech. Nevertheless Greece, 
with her naked intellect, will lack certain spiritual 
qualities—and Greece will succumb. 

The Romans, now, will come to power, and they 
will make two definite contributions in preparation 
for the Christian era. Rome will give to the world 
such a sense of kingdom sweep and world empire 
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that the expression, “Jesus Imperator,” will seem 
reasonable, and the world will be ready for a cosmic 
King. Rome will also furnish means of communica- 
tion; the Roman roads will make a way for the dis- 
persal of this new message to the far corners of 
the earth. Paul desires to “preach the gospel to them 
that are at Rome also,” knowing that a gospel 
heard at Rome would soon be heard around the 
world. 

Having made these two contributions to God’s 
strategy, Rome dies—as Papini, noted Italian his- 
torian and scholar, says, for three reasons: “Because 
the temple, the bank and the academy were against 
Jesus of Nazareth.” Such triple inadequacy would 
mean the ruin and death of any nation. 

The Huns now come to power. Beneath the bar- 
barian skins of these Germanic peoples lie the po- 
tentials of philosophy and spiritual insight. The 
German mind builds up the German university, and 
the Christian clergy swarm to the German classroom 
to receive their higher degrees in Christian philos- 
ophy. 

Then came the decay of the German mind, in the 
deadly atmosphere of materialism. A great German 
philosopher, when asked why Germany collapsed so 
suddenly, replied: “Germany did not collapse sud- 
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denly. They pushed God out of the universities in 
Germany fifty years ago, and that was the beginning 
of the death sentence for the empire.” The great 
Germany died—and that could happen here. 

Now came the Anglo-Saxons—and how vital they 
were! The Druids put aside their human sacrifices 
and sang hymns, and Gaelic peoples held high ban- 
ners with crosses on them. Britain became the greatest 
colonizing empire in the world, and with her often 
went the emissaries of the Cross. Her most illustrious 
queen held a Bible in her hand and said, “England 
is the land of the Book.” 

Someone has said, however, that today only about 
fifteen out of every hundred Britons are active 
in any Christian church. We agree with Churchill 
that we would not wish to see the disintegration of 
the British Empire. Will England pass out of the 
picture in our day? May these warning words of 
Kipling, one of Britain’s great sons, never come to 
fruition: 


Far-called, our navies melt away; 

On dune and headland sinks the fire; 
Lo, all of our pomp of yesterday 

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre. 
Judge of all nations, spare us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget! 
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Now America—so definitely held in the hand of 
God—is placed on the board of history. There was 
no question in the minds of our early fathers that the 
express purpose of America’s history must be to 
play the game in furthering this kingdom of God’s 
righteousness. Before landing at Plymouth, the Pil- 
grim fathers inserted these words into the Mayflower 
Compact by the smoking light of the ship’s lamp: 


We whose names are underwritten . . . Having under- 
taken for the glory of God and the advancement of a 
Christian faith . . . a voyage to plant the first colony in 
the northern parts of Virginia, do by these presents solemnly 
and mutually in the presence of God and of one another, 
covenant and combine ourselves together into a civil body 
politic. ... 


Ten years later, in 1630, other Pilgrims said in 
the New England Federation Compact agreement: 
“We all have come into these parts of America with 
one and the same end; namely, to advance the King- 
dom of the Lord Jesus Christ.” America was estab- 
lished as an experiment station to show what would 
happen to any people who cared and dared to follow 
Jesus Christ. 

We received our Constitution from the church. 
John Witherspoon, a clergyman who signed the Dec- 
laration of Independence, was a Presbyterian elder 
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and a professor at Princeton University. At his feet 
sat James Madison, a young man with a mind keen 
as a rapier, imbibing from his professor the principles 
of the church of the old country—the sovereignty of 
God, the freedom of the individual, and the form of 
representative government of the church of which 
he had been and was a part. 

Then, in the same era in which John Witherspoon 
drew up the constitution of the Presbyterian Church 
of the United States of America, James Madison, his 
pupil, was instrumental in drawing up the Constitu- 
tion of the United States of America, which was 
borrowed from the idealism and representative 
government principles propounded by his professor 
and the church. So definite and so great was this 
source and this contribution that Green, famous 
historian of the English people, said that the Consti- 
tution of the United States was the gift of the 
Presbyterian Church. 

Our history has been inseparable from Christianity. 
The Pilgrims landed in Plymouth in the name of 
Christ. The Huguenots came here in the name of 
God. William Penn settled Pennsylvania in the name 
of the Nazarene, and the padres landed on the shores 
of California with crucifixes in their hands. The kiss 
of God has been upon our face as we have grown 
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from national babyhood to what we trust is but our 
young manhood. 

Scanning history, we see that we have never ex- 
pected to do anything compelling without the leader- 
ship of God in Christ, and without the kingly guidance 
of the Nazarene we seem to do nothing well. Wash- 
ington is on his knees at Valley Forge, and so vital 
is the contribution of the church in revolutionary 
love for liberty that the Revolutionary War was 
called a “church rebellion.” Lincoln rises from his 
knees, his eyes bloodshot with praying, and exclaims: 
“JT know that liberty is right because Christ teaches 
it, and Christ is God; and if there is a place for me 
to be offered I am ready now.” How often did the 
pew of a certain church find Honest Abe sitting before 
the challenge of the Christian emancipation! 

This is America’s hour—an hour in which the 
world is watching her and demanding that she answer 
these questions: “Has your Hebraic-Christian religion 
worked with you? Will your Christian ethics suffice? 
Is Christ sufficient, or shall we look for another?” 
A Swedish prince, gripping me by the hand, said 
some time ago, “Dr. Evans, you Americans must not 
let God fail within your midst. He is the only One 
the world has left, and the world is watching you. 
You must not fail us.” 
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The world knows our background, and our history 
has forced them to demand this. Contend as some 
may that America has never been thoroughly Chris- 
tian, and that there have never been twenty consec- 
utive minutes when all Americans have followed 
Jesus Christ—yet they will say, “God has been 
there; we have seen His footprints on the pages of 
your history.” They will not excuse our religious 
inadequacy; they will permit us no feeling of irrespon- 
sibility, and they will grant us no satisfaction in or 
excuse for spiritual inferiority. 

The question is hurled at us now: “What is the 
result of the Cross in operation?” In this hour of 
fluid decision, the world is getting ready to decide. 
This is a world of logic, and the spirit of the times 
is pragmatic, experimental, practical and utilitarian. 
Mankind will continually ask, “Does it work for 
you?” 

This, therefore, will be the genius of our world 
leadership—not what we say, but what we are. It 
will not lie in our profession, but in our performance. 
This is the logistics of the Spirit; the success of the 
mission enterprise abroad will depend to a great 
degree upon the success of national missions at home. 
Our answer as to whether or not we will use God’s 
program will have a great deal to do with whether 
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or not America remains on the chessboard of His 
divine strategy. 

America, however, needs a rebirth of the spirit 
if she is to maintain her world leadership. We could 
spend considerable time here reiterating the virtues 
and the greatness of our land that have made us 
unwilling to trade her for any other land under the 
sun, yet our consciousness of her inadequacies is not 
an antonym of love. The doctor’s alertness to his 
patient’s disease is a token of his concern. The nurse’s 
sensitivity is a sign of her usefulness. The church’s 
honest appraisal of a nation’s need is lovingly to the 
end of its cure. 

J. B. Priestley once said: “We should behave to- 
ward our country as women behave toward the men 
they love. A loving wife will do anything for her 
husband except stop criticizing and trying to improve 
him. 

“We should cast the same affectionate but sharp 
glance at our country. We should love it—but also 
insist on telling it all its faults. The noisy, empty 
patriot—not the critic—is the dangerous citizen.” 

No form of national betrayal might be worse than 
a blind, complete satisfaction with one’s own land. 
Jesus loved Jerusalem—and wept over it. 

In America we are facing a tragic malnutrition of 
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the spirit. The head of one of our great national 
missions boards said that “. . . more people, numeri- 
cally (not percentagewise), are without God in Amer- 
ica now than ever before in our history,” and that 
“. . . a greater number of Americans are out of 
touch with spirituality, according to our standards, 
than ever before in our national history.” 

It is estimated that there are some 27,000,000 
youths in America who receive no definite religious 
instruction, and are as spiritually illiterate as though 
they had been born Hottentots. It has been further 
estimated that forty per cent of our grammar school 
children have no connection with any religious organi- 
zation; that eighty per cent of our high-school stu- 
dents have no definite affiliation with organized 
religion; that ninety per cent of our university stu- 
dents “slept in” last Sunday morning. 

What are the results of this spiritual malnutrition 
in our land? We have a crime problem which is prob- 
ably the worst in all our history, though we have 
applied to this problem our finest and our keenest 
brains. Insobriety and alcoholism strike at 3,500,000 
persons annually; 100,000 women and girls are in 
institutions for inebriates—sixty per cent of them, 
the doctors say, as condemned to death as though they 
had cancer. Between one-third and one-fourth of our 
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American homes are destroyed by divorce, and the 
newspapers reek with the records of our moral fail- 
ures. 

This is the hour for the church. From her hearth- 
side have come the missionary statesmen of the world. 
From her cupboard comes the spiritual food by which 
multitudes are fed. Her tables yield the vitamins of 
the spirit. From her wardrobe men must be clothed 
with the “garments of righteousness.” Minds must 
be lighted by the spiritual fuel within her lamps, and 
the milk of her human kindness must feed a slowly- 
starving flock of worldlings. 

America is in the grip of a gnawing sense of lone- 
liness that has seized its people. Seventy million 
Americans have moved their residences since the war. 
Stephen Laird has pictured for us these people, torn 
from home, toil, kindred, community church and 
community responsibility, and for the most part these 
ties have not been renewed. “People are frustrated, 
not so much about taxes, the high cost of living, and 
jobs, but about friendships. ‘Nobody seems to care.’ 
What has happened? America has become a nation 
of migrants—going to camps, pouring in and out of 
war plants, fleeing from dust bowls, pouring into the 
city from the country and back into the country from 
the city. GI’s are looking around, trying to settle 
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down, but the average veteran knows more about his 
bus ticket than he does about his Bible. Nobody seems 
to care what is happening to them.” 

He goes on to relate that a certain writer in 
New York was asked the question, “Have you written 
anything since I last saw you?” “No, I just don’t 
seem able to sit in an apartment and write. Almost 
every evening I find myself walking along the streets, 
dropping into bars, sitting opposite a man or girl of 
my age, ina restaurant; hoping to start a conversation, 
to make a friend or meet someone worth talking to.” 
“Any luck?” “No,” he said, “everybody seems to be 
busy with himself. I get so lonesome I hate to go 
home.” 

Thus America, with plenty on her table, goes home 
hungry for companionship and God, and for some- 
one who cares. Along the crowded yet lonely streets, 
men need the words of that old hymn: “What a 
fellowship, what a joy divine, leaning on the Ever- 
lasting Arms.” 

The church must invite these lonely souls to the 
fireside of the Spirit. We must pursue these migrants 
of body and soul into every hamlet, village, farm 
and metropolis, remembering that: 


Where cross the crowded ways of life, 
Where sound the cries of race and clan, 
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Above the noise of selfish strife, 
We hear Thy voice, O Son of man. 


It is the Spirit of God that we need in this hour 
—the upward pull of God. 

If you attempt with ball and cue to herd together 
in close proximity on a pool table all the other balls 
on the table, you will probably end up with several 
of the balls farther away from each other than they 
were when you started. This horizontal effort will 
prove somewhat fruitless. If, on the other hand, 
you were to affix a strand of string with Scotch tape 
to each separate ball, and then, taking these several 
strings in your hand, exert an upward pull, you 
would find that the balls would automatically nestle 
together in a compact, orderly way. 

Our efforts at brotherhood and world fraternity 
have been unsuccessful, for the most part, because 
they have been on the horizontal. We have tried to 
drive or herd men together into a fraternity with the 
cue and ball of laws, treaties, wars, leagues, regi- 
mentation and other mechanistic means. Over all, the 
result has been rather to separate them. 

If, on the other hand, we could subject individuals 
and groups to the upward tug of the Spirit and 
allow God to exert the uplifting tug on the hearts of 
men, we should find them nestling together in the 
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collective fraternity that we all so earnestly desire. 
But this deeper fraternity and sorority must be of 
the spirit. 

It is quite evident that the horizontal force of war 
has failed to do this. A Boy Scout leader suggested 
that three members of his troop who had failed to do 
a good deed for that day be dismissed from the 
Scout meeting for a half hour in order to go out and 
perform one. They came back shortly and stood be- 
fore him in a state of very bad repair. One had his 
face scratched, another had a bloody nose and a torn 
neckerchief, and the third Scout had lost both his 
hat and his equilibrium. The Scoutmaster asked, 
“What in the world have you boys been doing?” 
“We were doing our good turn, sir,” they replied, 
“helping an old lady across the street.” “But why 
all the fuss and trouble?” asked the Scoutmaster. 
The spokesman said, with due solemnity, “Well, you 
see, sir, she didn’t want to cross the street!” 

In the spirit of true Boy Scouts, you and I might 
wish to do our good turn by forcing humanity to 
cross the street from hatred to love and from war 
to brotherhood—but if humanity does not wish to 
go, humanity will not go, and the result will probably 
be bloody noses, torn neckerchiefs, lost hats and 
equilibrium—chaos and war. 
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In the realm of business, America needs the baptism 
of the Spirit. A financial expert—this one mot 
defined as “a man who has a Phi Beta Kappa key at 
one end of his chain, and no watch at the other” 
—was asked to examine both the personnel and the 
program of a large factory to ascertain why it was 
going to pieces. After a thorough investigation he 
called all personnel together. Calmly and decisively 
he said, “This factory needs conversion immediately.” 
The president remonstrated, “But we are in the proc- 
ess of converting our machinery!” The expert re- 
plied, “I am not talking about the conversion of 
machines; I am talking about the conversion of men. 
From the chairman of the board of directors to the 
last man who works at a lathe, you are all rotten with 
selfishness. Unless you convert the hearts of this 
firm’s personnel from selfishness to unselfishness, you 
will suffer nothing but disaster.” 

Why not get at the root of the matter—self? You 
and I know, in our best moments, that the passing 
of the Taft-Hartley Act or the repealing of it will 
be little more effective than treating the pimples on 
the skin when, deeper down, the blood stream is bad. 

Sociologically, America needs a new birth. It is one 
thing to have good building plans, as the sociologists 
do for a new society—but where will they find the 
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new materials? One clergyman has said, “No clever 
arrangement of bad eggs will ever give you a good 
omelet.” No clever sociological collective arrange- 
ment of bad persons is going to give you a good so- 
ciety, much as we believe in organization. 

The soul of improvement will always lie in the 
improvement of the soul. You cannot have a new deal 
with the same old people, nor a fair deal with unfair 
individuals. “If any man be in Christ, he is a new 
creature”; then come these words: “Behold, all things 
are become new.” It is difficult to change things ex- 
ternally without changing people internally. Social 
reconstruction will rest upon individual regeneration. 

As far as our racial differences and prejudices are 
concerned, we deal here with an equilateral triangle. 
Our God-to-man relationship is the altitude that 
determines the man-to-man relationship which is the 
base. It is only an adequate sense of the Fatherhood 
of God on the perpendicular that will force us to an 
adequate brotherhood of man on the horizontal. It 
has been proven that it is difficult to have an adequate 
sociology and love for man unless you first have an 
adequate theology and love for God. Until we have 
this, our nation will be broken into brittle little bits 
on the basis of blood and ethnological conceits. 

American education also needs a baptism of the 
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Spirit. A hundred years ago, in the State of Mas- 
sachusetts, Horace Mann claimed that if we would 
send people to school we would cut down crime nine- 
tenths. We have tried this, and have greatly increased 
our educational facilities since that time—but crime 
has increased eight hundred per cent! It is quite 
evident that all our problems do not revolve around 
a cranium, and naked intellect alone is not enough 
to see us through. Educators now are not so much 
interested in the size of the schools as in the sort of 
pupils we have. Education is no longer concerned 
only with information; it is also concerned with for- 
mation of character. It is no longer simply a matter 
of what our young people know but, more important 
still, of how they feel. 

Speaking to one of our great American writers, an 
alumnus of Yale said, “You know, sir, Yale has added 
another branch of research to its curriculum. Yale 
now has all the branches.” The great scholar and 
writer replied wistfully, “Yes, Yale has all the 
branches—but Yale has none of the roots.” 

That is an unfair thing to say about Yale. I lunched 
with its great professor, William Lyon Phelps, shortly 
before his death, and our conversation was along the 
line of a previous statement of his: “Jesus knew more 
about political economy than all the professors of all 
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the colleges of the world. He knew more about the 
human heart than Shakespeare. While I am not sure 
of many things, I am as sure as I stand here that 
Jesus is the greatest leader, the most absolutely right 
person, the world has ever known. The leadership of 
Jesus Christ in our lives ought to be made constant 
in everything. . . . But I am not out of my mind 
when I say that the only way the world can be saved 
today is by following Jesus Christ.” 

What the commentator on the alumnus’ remark 
wished to convey was probably this: that if we build 
up a colossal system of secular education as a gigantic 
tree, with all the twigs of knowledge, the branches 
of research, and a massive trunk of secular informa- 
tion, and fail to ground it in the roots of spiritual 
purpose, merciful motivation and religious aim, we 
shall see it topple over on us and crush us in a 
scientific age. 

A great nostalgia for God is sweeping the univer- 
sities of America, along with the realization of the 
insufficiency of humanism and the merely factual. 
Both faculty and students are beginning to realize 
that “unless the soul catches up with the brain,” the 
degree B.A. will again, in the next era of chaos, stand 
for “Builder of Alibis.” 

Our homes also need saving, and the sides of this 
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triangle—husband and wife—will be held together 
best by the extrovert base—God and His Kingdom 
and their unselfish purposes. While one out of every 
three or four homes in America is broken by divorce 
today, it is said that only one out of every fifty-seven 
church homes suffer this decay. Evidently, then, there 
is something in Christianity and in the presence of 
God at the hearthside which gives the home with 
religion fifteen times the chance of surviving that it 
would have without its benefits. 44. 06237 

America is certainly not leading the nations in law- 
abidingness. We shall never attain that leadership 
until, in the realm of law, men feel the guilt more 
than the punishment. J. Edgar Hoover, as director 
of the FBI, has reminded us how difficult it is to 
reform the adult criminal, and how vital it is that 
youth receive the teaching of the Sermon on the 
Mount and the Ten Commandments. He further 
reminds us not to forget that the Sunday school and 
the church are the greatest moral forces in our nation. 
Until we set up in the tribunal of the human heart 
a love for the laws of God and society, we shall go 
on for another generation “making new laws for old 
sinners to cheat by.” 

America has won the recent war—but only on 
paper. We do not conquer the Japanese when we 
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merely take the guns out of their hands. Not until 
we have taken wrong goals out of their hearts have 
we won a lasting victory. A personal friend of mine 
reported that MacArthur had made a request for 
eighteen million Bibles for Japan, and wanted three 
thousand missionaries to be sent over there, in order 
that Japan might be properly exposed to Christian 
teachings. He felt that this was a “theological war,” 
and that unless the bad theology of Amatarasu, the 
Sun Goddess who loves only the slant-eyed people, 
could be changed to the high concept of the Father- 
hood of God through Jesus Christ, Japan would never 
have a sociology and a brotherhood that would enable 
her to make her contribution to a lasting peace. As 
one GI said, “America, with her rich spiritual heri- 
tage, should remember that it will never do for her 
merely to give her enemies a licking; she must also 
give them a light.” 

Communism is challenging us to outlive it with 
Christianity. In clever disguise, Communism enters 
the gates of a city or a nation as a sort of “Trojan 
Horse,” and only after its entrance do people realize 
what lurks inside. It thrives on the failures of others, 
and makes its garments out of the holes and frets 
in others’. Communism builds its ship of state out 
of the driftwood of the wreckage of other systems 
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that lies along the shores of contemporary failures. 
It does not work; it thrives only on the supposition 
that other ideologies have not worked. 

It is a matter of the power of the Cross against 
the propaganda of the sickle. They will whisper to 
the Africans: “How do you like the way black men 
are treated by Christians in America?” They will 
say to those in Mexico, “Are you pleased with the 
treatment received by Mexicans in the American 
southwest?” To China they will say, “Are the twenty- 
eight thousand Chinese of the San Francisco area 
impressed by the Americans who live under the sign 
of the Cross?” 

Of labor they inquire, “Has Christianity taken the 
crown of thorns from your brow?” Of those with 
great possessions they ask, “Along with your property, 
do you possess peace?” The line is drawn now, and 
the question is inescapable: Will the Cross outdemon- 
strate the sickle? 

Our own type of democracy, at its best, was born in 
the Christian concept, and as someone has said, de- 
mocracy will not “democ” without Christ. America 
will not be able to stand, any more than Rome was, 
if her banks—her economic system; her academy— 
her educational system; and her temple—her reli- 
gious system—are against Jesus of Nazareth. 
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It will be difficult to match the propaganda of 
Communism, but we certainly must outmatch its per- 
formance. We must not simply outpromise the 
Communists; we must outpassion them. We must 
teach our youth the concepts of the Kingdom of God 
with greater earnestness and thoroughness than the 
Kremlin teaches its youth. The open hand of de- 
mocracy must prove itself more potent than the 
clenched fist of Communism. We will find it difficult 
to outlaw Communism; we must outlive it, and this 
is the hour of dynamic demonstration. 

I am not advocating a narrow nationalism when I 
say, “God bless America, and give us success.” In this 
I am pleading for a supra-nationalism. I want to see 
her continued on the chessboard of history because 
she makes her contribution to this strategic game of 
righteousness among the nations that God is playing. 
I want to see her continue to be a tool in the hand 
of Jehovah. 

This is a personal equation. “U.S.” spells “us.” 
America fulfills her spiritual Christian destiny only 
as God possesses our individual purses, powers and 
persons. Each must do his and her part for the 
collective righteousness. 

Let us not expect of other nations any more ready 
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forgiveness of their collective enemies than we are 
personally willing to offer our individual enemies. Let 
us never expect the nations of the UN to be any less 
selfish than we are in our personal relationships. The 
light that shines brightest at home shines farthest 
abroad, and the light will shine farthest when we wash 
the lamp chimney or cleanse the lens through which 
it shines. 

We pray for “America first”—first in usefulness 
to God; first in her availability to the spiritual king- 
dom enterprise; first in power, that she may bend 
over the weak and suffering; first in wealth, that 
she may share it with others in mercy. May she be 
first in light—may she be a lamp in the darkness; 
first in strength, that she may bear the infirmities of 
the weak; first in purity, that others may sup from 
our cleansed wells. In this strategic hour, let us 
couch our concern for our nation and our flag in the 


words of G. Ashton Oldham: 


America first, not only in things material, 

But in things of the spirit. 

Not merely in science, invention, motors, skyscrapers, 
But also in ideals, principles, character. 

Not merely in the calm assertion of rights, 

But in the glad assumption of duties. 
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Not flouting her strength as a giant, 

But bending in helpfulness over a sick and wounded world 
like a Good Samaritan. 

Not in splendid isolation, 

But in courageous cooperation. 


Not in pride, arrogance, and disdain of other races and 
peoples, 

But in sympathy, love, and understanding. 

Not in treading again the old, worn, bloody pathway which 
ends inevitably in chaos and disaster, 

But blazing a new trail along which, please God, other na- 
tions will follow into the new Jerusalem where wars 


shall be no more. 


Some day, some nation must take that path—unless we are 
to lapse into utter barbarism—and that honor I covet 
for my beloved America. 

And so in that spirit and with these hopes, I say with all my 
heart and soul, “America First.” 
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and God’s Answer.” I call your attention to the 
words of the Apostle Paul in Ephesians, the second 
chapter and the fifteenth verse: “Having abolished 
in his flesh the enmity . . . for to make in himself 
of twain one new man, so making peace... .” 

“Having abolished the enmity . . .”—dear God! 
How we desire that! We are tired of the crushing and 
mauling of war. “. . . to make in himself of twain 
one . . .”—-how we hunger for oneness and together- 
ness for one world, one family, one love. “. . . so 
making peace . . .”—how many have fought for it, 
how many have died for it, and how many today are 
courageously living for it! This is our cry: “God give 
us peace!” 

I am not sure, however, that we shall be satisfied 
with the manner in which we must come upon these 
things, for it runs athwart the human pattern of our 
thinking. We can find and conquer these things only 
as we ourselves have been conquered by Christ. 

Paul was a man of conviction; he had become the 
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“convict” of Jesus Christ and was powerless save to 
follow Him in everything—anywhere, any time. 
Paul said, “I am doulos (a slave)”; yet no man, 
other than the Nazarene, has preached greater free- 
dom than Paul. No one has given us greater courage 
or unity than he. But Paul came upon this unity in 
himself first; he had conquered, through Jesus Christ, 
the schizophrenia that had warred inside him. He 
contends: “If I can achieve this unity, then you can 
have it too, individually and collectively.” 

Now let us look at some of today’s personal and 
collective problems in the light of this possible union. 
First of all, Paul came upon a sense of racial oneness, 
or brotherhood, in Christ. You see, Paul was both 
a Jew and, being a Roman and free-born, a Gentile. 
These two “people” were fighting within his soul. In 
the Old Testament, the Jew had conquered the 
Gentile; that spelled chaos. In the era of the first 
century, the Gentile, or Roman, had conquered the 
Jew, and that was New Testament turmoil. 

Now Christ conquered both the Jew and the Gentile 
in Paul. When He had done this, He had made one 
new man out of these two races in Paul—and that 
was peace. From that moment on, Paul became a 
united man, without prejudices. He said that in 
Christ “. . . there is neither Greek nor yeword . 
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Barbarian, Scythian, bond nor free. . . .” They were 
one, we are one in Him. 

That is our problem today: bringing about this 
brotherhood of man in Jesus Christ. Now, I think 
America is doing fairly well in making progress toward 
brotherhood. My mother was born in Norway. When 
she came to America as a girl of fourteen, she fell in 
love with this country, and never again would she 
put the ocean between herself and her adopted land. 
She forgot how to sing “Sonner of Norge,” and 
learned “The Star-Spangled Banner.” 

My father came over from England to the United 
States at nineteen years of age, and this great nation 
put her arms around him; I often saw tears in his 
eyes when he spoke of what America meant to him. 
He forgot how to sing “God Save the King,” and 
he learned how to sing “My Country, ’Tis of Thee.” 
As Stephen Benét has said: 


They tried to fit you with an English song 
And clip your speech into the English tale. 
But, even from the first, the words went wrong, 
The catbird pecked away the nightingale. 


The homesick men begot high-cheekboned things 
Whose wit was whittled with a different sound 
And Thames and all the rivers of the kings 

Ran into Mississippi and were drowned. 
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It is wonderful how our differences can be united 
in this dear flag. But we have some problems ahead of 
us. 

True, we are making some progress through edu- 
cation in our colleges and universities. Some time ago 
a judge handed me an excerpt from his college 
bulletin—he was an alumnus of Harvard—which 
read like this: “Harvard is becoming typically Ameri- 
can. Three separate Harvard committees, without con- 
ferring with one another, did these things this year: 
one committee elected as President of Harvard a 
westerner who had no Browning connections. The 
second committee elected as dean of the faculty of 
arts and sciences a man who had graduated from 
Yale.” (Imagine that!) “The third committee ap- 
pointed as President of the Board of Overseers a 
man who was of Jewish blood.” “Thus,” said the 
judge, “Harvard showed its utter indifference to 
irrelevant differences.” 

Are such differences irrelevant to you and to me 
—or do they count too much? Of course, every uni- 
versity has its problems. Do you remember when 
pistol shots rang out in Congress, and five of our 
congressmen fell to the floor, wounded? What caused 
that? That was not the true heart of Puerto Rico; it 
was an abortion. But where was this terror born? 
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Let one of our veteran missionaries in Puerto Rico 
explain: “The leader of the terrorists was a college- 
educated native of Puerto Rico who had attended 
Harvard for four years. His dark skin and features 
caused him to be looked down upon by his fellow 
students. He was scorned socially, and became tremen- 
dously embittered. He decided he would spend his 
whole life making Americans realize the inequities 
which they had forced upon him; he has devoted his 
life to hatred.” 

Would you think for a single moment that Con- 
gress could be so disturbed by pistol shots because 
one group of university men forgot something— 
forgot the brotherhood of man and the Fatherhood 
of God? We are all personally responsible for the 
chaos or unity of this world. 

It is our task to work for unity. We shall rise to 
this oneness, theologically, only by realizing that 
when a man comes to God through Christ, he be- 
comes a “son of God.” If another man does the same 
thing, these two men—standing close to God—natur- 
ally stand close to each other. Thus, the Fatherhood 
of God forces us into the brotherhood of man. 

Years ago I was on safari in the African jungles 
with my two sons. We had talks with many Afri- 
cans who said, in substance, “Unless you practice 
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the brotherhood. of man in America, don’t come over 
here to teach us of the Fatherhood of God in Africa” 
—and they were right! I realized then what was 
meant by the person who said, “No one ever played 
great harmony on a piano by ignoring the black keys.” 
We can never have harmony throughout the world 
until we bring in the colored keys of the brotherhood 
of man. 

But this will be accomplished in the human heart, 
in the “realm of the unenforceable.” Until we see 
how deep is the obligation of the Fatherhood of God, 
we shall never practice the brotherhood of man. On 
the human level we will contend that “blood is thicker 
than water,” but on the level of God’s redeemed 
we will cry, “But love is thicker than blood.” 

There are three plans by which our American 
homes are run. People take their choice. 

Plan No. 1: The husband conquers the wife, or the 
wife conquers the husband. Now and then you do see 
a husband conquering his wife, but I might say it is 
not as easy to do as you might think! If the husband 
succeeds in doing this he becomes arrogant, bumptious, 
obnoxious. His wife becomes timid, mousey and shrink- 
ing in her personality. On the other hand, if a wife 
succeeds in conquering her husband, then she becomes 
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arrogant, hard, and as masculine as an Army sergeant. 
The husband becomes shrinking and loses all his 
social dynamics. Husband and wife were not made 
to conquer each other. 

Plan No. 2: This is the very opposite of the first 
plan. Husband and wife worship or deify each other. 
The thing that holds this universe together is that 
a fixed sun is at the center of it. Put anything less 
than that there and the universe flies to pieces. If 
a man puts his wife at the center of the home and 
says, “You are my sunshine, my only sunshine,” 
and then finds out that she has some weaknesses, 
what becomes of his goddess? Everything goes to 
pieces. He has built his home around a person. If 
the wife deifies her husband and puts him in the 
center of her life, her whole home revolves around 
him. When she discovers he has feet of clay—and so 
have we all—then it happens: 


Because I believed God brought him to me 

And because I believed him gifted of God 

With honor, truth, and love of the right, 

I believed in God and I worshiped God. 

But when I found he was just a thief of love, 

When I found he was full of treason and prejudices, 
All for money and worldly pride— 

The wreck of him was the wreck of God. 
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I fainted amid the ruin of plaster and sticks, 
And sat in the stillness that followed 
The broken bust of God. 


That can happen when we worship each other. We 
should love each other, but we should worship only 
God. 

That leads us to domestic Plan No. 3: God con- 
quers the husband, and God conquers the wife. These 
two are united in marriage, not for each other, but 
to serve God, who stands head and shoulders above 
them both. They save their home by a spiritual de- 
sign—the will of God for both of them. 

When the husband comes close to God in prayer 
and the wife stands close to God in prayer, both, being 
close to God, are close to each other. You cannot 
give me the name and address of a single couple 
that went to a divorce court who had prayed together 
on their knees—I said “together”—a week before 
they went, can you? There is a tremendous “adhesive” 
about prayer. When they both bow their knees to 
God, they are likely to kneel more closely together, 
for “the family that prays together, stays together.” 
God has conquered both, and “out of twain he has 
made one.” 

It is true in capital and labor. I wonder what would 
happen if labor took Ephesians 6 and said, “We, as 
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labor, agree to follow the suggestion of Paul (trans- 
late freely, here): ‘Servants (or employees), serve 
your employers with godly fear.’ Not because we fear 
our employers, but that we may not hurt them by 
letting them down in their high estimate of what we 
can do.” Do not drive that nail, mix that cement, do 
that paint job well just because a foreman is watch- 
ing you. God is watching you. You are a servant of 
God, and that is why you should do your best every 
moment of the working day; not working merely for 
wages due on Friday night, but working for God and 
a world and a Kingdom. That would change labor, 
would it not? 

Suppose capital heard these words of Paul: “And 
ye masters (or employers) do the same things unto 
them, forbearing threatenings. . . .” Do not use 
your position as a cudgel to frighten people; treat 
them as you would have God treat you, “for your 
Master . . . is in heaven.” That would mean the 
best possible wages, the best possible hours, and work 
under the safest conditions. If capital would stop 
trying to conquer labor, and labor would stop trying 
to conquer capital, then they could both bow and 
say, “Lord, Thy will be done.” God would then 
make “one new man”—an American servant—out of 
two persons. The carpenter and the king, the laboring 


e BL e 


THIS IS AMERICA’S HOUR 


man and the teacher, were made one in the person of 
Christ. 

Now, this can happen to both capital and labor. A 
New England employer has confessed: “I used to 
say, ‘Good morning’ to the help; there was no sin- 
cerity in it, but it paid good dividends and it was ‘good 
business.’? My brother had twice the IQ I have, but 
I paid him only half my salary. I said, ‘no drinking 
and no late hours’—but that was for the employees, 
not for management. I put on the pressure—and our 
factory was full of problems. Then,” he said, “God 
came in. I got a new sense of partnership. Now the 
pressure is off, and the problems are gone.” Of course! 

A labor leader in Detroit said, “I used to be willing 
to start a revolution in my factory to get what I 
wanted. I could have skinned my employer alive. I 
went to work every morning to get all I could and to 
give as little as I could. Then, one day, Christ cap- 
tured me. I realize now that the man at the polished 
desk has his problems, too. I no longer go to my 
factory merely for what I can get; I go for what I can 
give. Now I know that capital and labor are alternate 
beats of the same great heart.” Do you see what hap- 
pened? Capital was conquered by the will of Christ. 
Labor was conquered by the will of Christ. Each be- 
longed to God, so they belonged to each other. 
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It is true, too, in the church; it must be. When the 
World Council of Churches met, the press had a 
great deal to say about the pugilistics of ecclesiastics 
and the differences of the denominations—but very 
little to say about that deeper sense of partnership that 
we all have in common. Not all men realize what we 
mean by unity. By unity we mean that the denomina- 
tions, like different fingers, are not all grown to- 
gether like a mitten. I am not sure my hand would 
do better work if all my fingers were joined together, 
and I’m not sure the church would do its best work 
if all the denominations were grown together, trying 
to regiment everyone into one way and one technique. 
My hand isn’t a union; it is a unit, when all these 
fingers work together in obedience to one mind, That 
is also true of the church of God. 

We ministers, of course, have our sins, just as 
everyone has; you have discovered that. It reminds 
me of a story from The Reader’s Digest of a minister 
who came out of a church in New York City and 
found his car tagged for illegal parking. His case 
came up in traffic court, and when he stood before the 
bench, the judge said, “Have you anything to say, 
sir?” The clergyman answered, “Yes, one thing, 
Your Honor: ‘Blessed are the merciful, for they 
shall obtain mercy.’ ” After the uproar in court had 
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died down, the judge said, “You know, I’ve waited 
a long time for this moment—when I could say to 
a parson, ‘Go thy way, and sin no more.’ ” 

I suppose one of our worst ecclesiastical sins is that 
of denominational conceit. It is “hard for Yale to 
steal Harvard’s yell.” But we are making progress. 
An outstanding clergyman once said, “The idea that 
one denomination is the sole channel of God’s grace 
is as dead as Queen Anne. God killed it. God uses 
persons—not because of where they are denomina- 
tionally located, but because of the depth of their 
surrender to Him and their grasp on truth. God can 
work through denominations. Sometimes He works 
in spite of them, but never exclusively in any one 
of them. If this hurts our denominational pride, 
it may also help our spiritual humility.” We realize 
now that whenever a church says that it is the church, 
it ceases to be a church at all, in the true sense, and 
has deteriorated into a sect—too proud and blind 
to sense the oneness we have in Jesus Christ. 

Now as to government. In Moffatt’s translation of 
the Bible, our text reads like this: “. . . so as to 
make peace by the creation of a new Man in himself 
out of both parties. . . .” Can we have unity of 
government with the existing parties? Certainly! 
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When a man enters politics, he does not give up the 
supreme aim of every man’s higher life; he does not 
cease to pray, “Thy kingdom come”—explained in 
the next phrase—“Thy will be done on earth, as it 
is in heaven.” In the halls of Congress and every- 
where the will of God can ever remain supreme to 
him. 

Of course, our party system has its hazards as well 
as its assets. The danger is that we may put idolatry 
of party above the ideal. It is the way some political 
leaders can “turn the binoculars around” that fright- 
ens Mr. and Mrs. Average American. When they 
look at their own party’s virtues and achievements, 
they see them magnified, and close up; but when they 
look at the opposition—so-called—they turn the 
binoculars around, and all the others’ virtues and ac- 
complishments seem insignificant and far away. May 
God take the binoculars from our hands, and make 
us see one another as brothers! 

Why are we Americans pleasantly shocked when 
one party leader says something decent, nice and 
Christian about a man of the other party? What has 
gotten hold of us? Must we slay our nation in another 
fratricidal war? We are one in God, but that does 
not mean we cannot have two parties. They may exist 
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as two hands of the same body, each working for the 
same aim—the good of the whole and the glory of 
God. 

There have been times in American history when 
we have evidenced this higher unity. Stephen Doug- 
las was Abraham Lincoln’s Democratic opponent for 
the Presidency, but when the threat of disunion struck 
at our Republic, he rushed to Lincoln’s side in hearty 
support. In defense of his standing by Lincoln and in 
answer to his narrow party colleagues, he said, “I 
trust the time will never come when I shall not be 
willing to make any needful sacrifice of personal 
feeling and party policy for the honor and integrity 
of my country. . . . The moment an enemy arose 
in the midst, plotting the destruction of the govern- 
ment, the voice of party strife was hushed in patriotic 
silence.” There is a time when the partisan is lost 
in the patriot. This is the higher loyalty. God has 
made of “twain”—two partisans—“one new man” 
—the patriot. 

We saw this again in the First World War. For 
years an industrial North had been trying to conquer 
an agricultural South, and vice versa. Slavery seemed 
only a side issue, if you searched deep enough. Then 
a threat came to this dear flag in the form of a 
Germany running wild—and it happened: we who 
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were twain were suddenly made one. The man from 
the North marched away to France, singing: 


Here’s to the blue of the windswept North; 
When we meet on the fields of France, 

May the spirit of Grant be with us all 
As the sons of the North advance. 


The southern boys sang: 


Here’s to the gray of the sun-kissed South; 
When we meet on the fields of France, 
May the spirit of Lee be with us all 
As the sons of the South advance. 


Then they sang together: 


Here’s to the blue and the gray, as one; 
When we meet on the fields of France, 
May the Spirit of God be with us all 
As the sons of the flag advance. 


They were one in God; the twain were made “one 
new man.” 

That would do it, wouldn’t it? Then the clergyman 
I have just mentioned could also say of government: 
“The idea that one political party is the exclusive 
channel of God’s grace is as dead as Queen Anne. 
God killed it. God uses politicians—not because of 
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where they are politically located, but because of the 
depth of their surrender to God and to the truth. 
That may be hard on our party pride, but it will be 
good for our patriotic humility.” 

There is one chance for unity: it will come when 
all of us are conquered by the will of God. But 
this of course, demands the surrender of the will 
to the Kingdom of God. Stonewall Jackson, the 
great Confederate general, sent a letter home to his 
pastor during the Civil War. The parishioners 
gathered on the church steps, expecting the missive 
would carry some word of Missionary Ridge, or 
Lookout Mountain; but there was not a mention of 
military matters. The letter read: “Dear Pastor: I 
remember that this is Foreign Missionary Sunday. 
Enclosed find my contribution to the same. May this 
war soon be over, and may the right side win, that 
we may go back to our main task of saving men and 
the Kingdom of God.” Not until a man had been 
conquered by the supreme aim of “the Kingdom of 
God and the saving of men” could he ever subordinate 
his military and personal desires by saying, “May the 
right side win.” 

This surrender of us all to the common aim is our 
sole hope of true unity. A boy was having a hard 
time putting together a jigsaw map of the United 
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States, being ignorant of its rivers, capitals and 
States. His father advised: “Thought I’d tell you, 
son, that on the back of that puzzle is the face of 
George Washington.” Of course, every American 
boy knows the face of Washington; putting that face 
together, he turned the puzzle over and found 
America was together. 

If, somehow, in the midst of our ignorance of 
national affairs and problems, we could all keep our 
eyes upon the face of Christ, above the multicolored 
faces of all the races; if husband and wife could 
look past each other to the greater loyalty and love; 
if above our denominational spires we could see the 
Father of the Church Universal; if above our party 
flags we could see the ensign of the Kingdom, and its 
plan—then we should be on our way to national 
unity. “E Pluribus Unum”—“out of many, one”— 
is possible only when we turn the coin over and read 
the other side: “In God We Trust.” 

It was natural to add to our pledge of allegiance, 
the words, “. . . one nation, under God, indivisible,” 
for only as a nation stands under the will of God 
is it ever indivisible. But it might be contended that 
those who surrender to the will of God sometimes 
differ. This is true—but is not as meaningful as we 
pretend it is. There is something cleansing and uniting 
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about prayer, and it will bring us together on the 
teleology and aim of our hearts, if not on the technique 
of carrying it out. Even though our minds differ, 
our hearts can always be one. 

But not all those with whom we work—in family, 
city, business, nation, or the world—surrender to or 
are conquered by the will of God. What then? Then 
see to it that you are. One man and God have often 
been a majority. One lion can lead a thousand sheep; 
a mother has changed the spiritual tone of a whole 
family. One college man has shaped a whole frater- 
nity; one private soldier, catching up a flag, has 
stopped an ignominious retreat. Luther alone saved 
a church; the courage of Disraeli’s wife, Ann, helped 
him to change a Parliament. 

You cannot do everything—but you can do some- 
thing. Surrender to the will of God and throw your 
weight, large or small, into the scales of destiny. 
The rest is up to God. 

Our President said recently, “What is our battle 
against Soviet Communism if it is not a fight be- 
tween anti-God and a belief in the Almighty?” But 
remember that your “god” is whatever or whoever 
comes first in your consideration and affection. Is it 
yourself, wealth, health, position, popularity, power 
—or the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ? A poll 
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says that ninety-six per cent of all Americans “believe 
in God.” But does that percentage put Him “first”? 
Belief means to be (“‘be-”) in life (“lief”) what we say 
we believe. But as someone has said, “Some who be- 
lieve in God, when they die will leave nothing more 
than a bag of money, an asphalt road, and a thousand 
lost golf balls”; these sleep in on Sunday morning, 
contradicting the primacy of God in their lives. 
This is our hope for unity: that we cease trying to 
conquer each other. Let God conquer us all, making 
of us “twain, one.” Our security lies in our surrender. 
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Living on the 
Second Floor 


Maw: WAS DISTURBED 


within himself. And the Lord said unto Moses, in 
effect, “Come up into the mount and I will give you 
rest (poise).” And Moses went up into the mount 
of the Lord and he stood with God. And he talked 
with God. Then he came down, and he “wist not 
that the skin of his face shone. . . .” 

We are trying to sell our home in California. It 
has one drawback—it has a second floor. Westerners 
are shunning “second-floor living.” They no longer 
wish to climb stairs. They are consigning themselves 
to a bungalow-type life. They want no going up to 
the mount a la Moses! 

Spiritually we are in danger of becoming one-story 
souls, living on the first floor of the secular and 
shunning the second floor of the spiritual. Yet mine 
is a message of optimism, in the main. I believe that 
America is gradually moving to the second floor of 
the spiritual. 

This is true of education. The academic process 
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in America began on the second floor; ninety-nine of 
the first hundred American colleges were founded by 
church people to train youth in righteousness. Har- 
vard was founded by John Harvard, the minister; 
Yale, by six magistrates and six clergymen, to fight 
the agnosticism of the seventeenth century. Prince- 
ton, Amherst, William and Mary—all had Bibles in 
their foundation stones. 

Then two forces struck American education to force 
it from the second floor of the spiritual: French anti- 
clericalism on the one hand, and the Germanic system 
of “electives,” on the other. The student was no 
longer forced to choose the majors of the spirituali- 
ties: Theology, the science of God; Christology, the 
science of Christ; or philosophy, the science of living 
and thinking. God was shoved out from the center 
to the circumference until He was scarcely peripheral ; 
the technologists became the “Messiah,” and the 
technologies dominated. 

Some time ago, there appeared in a London news- 
paper the picture of an ostrich. Underneath it were 
these words: “After a diet of a bottle stopper, a can 
opener, a door knob, some coins and four nails, an 
ostrich dies in a London zoo. The lack of proteins will 
kill anyone, in time.” So the students feasted on a 
curriculum of door knobs—construction; bottle stop- 
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pers—chemistry; can openers—dietetics; nails—en- 
gineering; and coins—economics. The proteins of 
God were left out, and something vital died. 

In his book, Education Without Culture, Walter 
Lippmann said, “We have established a system of 
education in which we insist that while everyone 
should be educated, there is nothing in particular 
that an educated man must know.” But there is! “The 
fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom. . . .” 
Second-floor considerations still outweigh first-floor 
considerations in their import. Purity is more impor- 
tant than soap; intention, than invention; faith, than 
facts. Why we live means more than where we live; 
how we feel more than how we look; what we are 
more than what we have. God means more than 
gadgets. 

We are moving up again. A great university presi- 
dent said, “I have looked about me, and I am fright- 
ened. Our minds have outrun our hearts, and I’m 
sick to death of engineering.” I was walking with the 
newly-elected chancellor of one of our large state 
universities to a Commencement exercise when he 
said to me, “Dr. Evans, come back in five years and 
you will see a change.” “What change?” I asked. 
“God will be around here,” he said, decisively. From 
another national figure came these words: “Without 
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a moral regeneration throughout the world, there is 
no hope for us. We will all go up in the dust of an 
atomic explosion.” 

A young man came into the doctor’s office, his 
face swathed in bandages. In answer to the inquiry 
as to what had happened, he replied, “I tried to 
climb down a ladder that someone had taken down 
two weeks ago.” It happened so, in the schools. 
Someone had taken down the ladder that led to the 
second floor of the spiritual in education, and human- 
ity got hurt badly. 

President Nathan Marsh Pusey, of Harvard, says 
he believes that “a search for truth involves more 
than a diet of facts and a catalog of criticisms. Law- 
rence College was founded on and is still motivated 
by the principle that God is the central fact in the 
universe.” To him, the aims of Harvard should be 
no different from the aims of Lawrence. “Affairs 
are now soul-size,” he adds. They are—and only 
those men of the second floor, with large souls, will 
ever solve them. Without such spiritually mature 
men we shall be, as Lincoln put it, “. . . merely 
tinkers, trying to put together a universe that is too 
big for us.” 

Science, too, is moving upstairs. It is impossible to 
conceive of our civilization surviving an atomic age 
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unless the scientific machines of power on the first 
floor are guided by the spiritual and humane motives 
of the second-floor dwellers. 

Dr. Robert Milliken, late of California Institute 
of Technology, said he felt that science drew us 
along on the horizontal, and that religion lifted us 
up on the perpendicular. Without the upward pull 
of religion, science would crawl along on its belly 
—a serpent with a deadly sting. 

The Nazis made this mistake. Their progress, as 
someone has said, was “in gadgets instead of God; 
in inventions rather than in spiritual intentions.” In 
his Mein Kampf, Hitler wrote: “Look at those young 
men and boys! What material! I shall eradicate a 
thousand years of human domestication. Brutal youth 
—that is what I am after! I want to see once more in 
its eyes the gleam of the beast of prey. With these 
I can create a new world and a new order.” And 
he did—the order of the jungle, in which men’s 
fingers became claws and their hands became paws! 
That was “education for brutality,” and we have 
had enough of it. 

We still face this peril of the educated savage. One 
day Paul E. Tracy stood gazing at the bronze statue 
of an Indian brave with bow and arrow ready, dressed 
in a loincloth. Comparing his relative harmlessness 


“Gp. 


THIS IS AMERICA’S HOUR 


with the atomic power of the hour, Tracy wrote 
these lines about “The Coppered Archer”: 


Unlettered one, mute and alone, with your enduring tips 
of stone, 

Sleep on, and take unbroken rest. Your sage is wet; your 
crags are dressed 

In fog. Sleep while you can; the atom age is set for man. 

Your bow and brittle flints did little more than make 
those wince 

You sought to slay. You could not wince or scar mankind 
like we today. 

Sleep, simple one, ignoring change; your hunting ground 
is now a range 

For bombs. Unduly bright and loud, from Yucca Flat the 
mushroom cloud 

Ascends, and puny warfare ends. Sleep on and rest, un- 
tutored brave; 

Tense is the air above your grave. 


We are not advocating too little and too late again. 
Let America have a strong arm—but let her have a 
great soul as well. If we must cut, may it be to cure; 
if we must hurt, may it be to heal. May God keep 
our motives clean, our aims unselfish. May we march 
not as conquerors but as liberators. Science must find 
its soul. 

The military is marching up the stairway with 
a sturdy tread. Some time ago, the Air Force asked 
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me to give several days to a conference of military 
personnel in the North Carolina hills. They were to 
invite the men to a retreat, where for a few days 
they were simply to talk about God. How many 
would come they did not know; this had never been 
tried before. The call went out—and nearly a thous- 
and military men flew in from a score of states. 
This was a sight—generals with stars on their 
shoulders, scientists, men of every type and rank— 
praying, talking, singing about the things that have 
to do with a nation’s soul. How thrilling it was to 
stand with them on the second floor! 

Why the crowded chapels at West Point? The 
cadets seem somehow to feel they know what the 
trouble is, and they do not want to die for nothing, 
the next time. Out of the heart are the issues of 
life. General MacArthur started us thinking along 
these lines when he stated that future wars would 
be theological wars, and that there was nothing more 
the military could do. 

All it ever could do was to give the anesthetic, 
strap the erring nation to the operating table, and 
then hope that spiritual physicians would be wise 
enough to remove, with spiritual instruments, the 
tubercular theologies and the cancerous ideologies. 
Otherwise, when the patient convalesced from war, it 
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would be the same as when it was subjected to the 
expensive military anesthetic. 

General Omar Bradley, former Chief of Staff, said, 
“We have too many men of science and too few men 
of God. We have grasped the mystery of the atom 
and rejected the Sermon on the Mount. The world 
has achieved brilliance without wisdom, power with- 
out conscience. Ours is a world of nuclear giants and 
ethical infants. We know more about war than about 
peace; more about killing than we know about living.” 

If only for one generation we would send more 
missionaries abroad than Marines, more Bibles than 
bombs, more men with God in their hearts than men 
with guns in their hands; if for one generation we 
spent our money and our energies on the second floor 
of things spiritual—what a change we would have 
in a sick and paralyzed universe! Until you change 
the human heart, nothing is changed. Let us never 
forget that the operating room for a sick cosmos is on 
the second floor. 

I talked recently with one of the leading adminis- 
trators of our United States courts; he contended that 
rehabilitation of the criminal had to start from the 
inside out, and that spiritual therapeutics was our 
true hope. Opiates for conscience are not cures. It 
is easy for us to take care of a bad conscience with a 
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sleeping pill, or of a hangover with a dose of Bromo- 
Seltzer—but that never gets at the root of the matter. 
J. Edgar Hoover has said, “There is no possibility of 
Wiping out crime by reforming criminals. The time 
to start is when youth is being molded into an 
adult.” 

It is true of literature and art that the most beauti- 
ful things in a nation’s culture are written, painted, 
created on the upper level. A few months ago I was 
giving a lecture to an assembly of combined university 
classes in drama, journalism and appreciation of lit- 
erature. I asked one of the professors what the 
literature class was studying, and he named a con- 
temporary American work of fiction. When I in- 
quired if it were considered a classic he replied, “Oh, 
no; we are studying it as a concession to modernity.” 

Why should we be in an age of cultural sterility? 
What ails us? Why, when we want the best in lit- 
erature, must we go back to Shelley, Keats and Mil- 
ton? Why, when we want the best in art, must we 
go back to Doré, Raphael, Tissot and Michelangelo? 
Why, when we want the best in music, must we go 
back to Handel, Haydn, Mozart and Bach? What 
is the matter with today? We have been living on the 
first floor. 

Perhaps you know how the Japanese make a stunted 
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tree: they tie off the taproot. We have been tying 
off the taproot of the Spirit. We have been living 
on surface things. Rittelmeyer once said, “We per- 
mit ourselves to spend our whole strength on ex- 
ternal things. We have all gone astray. The life 
outside us draws us insistently away from the life 
within us. The wealth and variety of things we know 
and can do are out of all proportion to the poverty 
of spirit that stares us in the face when we are left 
alone. We have lost our way in things material— 
the scholar in his investigations, the politician in his 
campaigns, the merchant in his business, the minister 
in his organization. The challenge to which our age 
responds is the challenge of the outside world. That 
is the badge of our destruction.” 

But literature is moving up a story, to a higher 
level. The best sellers of 1940 were the “best smell- 
ers.” Edwin Balmer, editor of Redbook Magazine, 
said, “We seem to be welcoming a new literary 
nudism. It is an artistic loss.” Upon the pages of 
novels, as in nudist camps, we find too many people 
whose sole claim to attention is that they have their 
clothes off. It is a cheap way to attract notice. It js 
far easier to have the “courage” to copy words off 
the alley fence than to apply one’s self to thinking 
up something really distinguished to say. One adver- 
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tisement for a new book read, “Some booksellers are 
afraid to recommend this book. Be sure to ask for 
it. It is the year’s sensation—vigorous, original and 
beautiful.” It is far easier to have this kind of 
“courage” than to be truly creative. 

However, an upward movement in literature evi- 
denced itself in the fifties. What were the best sellers 
in 1953? In the fiction group they were, in first place, 
The Robe, a story of the master by Lloyd C. Douglas; 
and in third place, Thomas Costain’s The Silver Chal- 
4ce, a spiritual treatise. In nonfiction works: first, 
The Revised Standard Version of the Bible—some 
two million copies; second, Norman Vincent Peale’s 
Power of Positive Thinking; third, Dale Evans’ 
Angel Unaware—a spiritual experience with a sick 
child; fifth, Fulton J. Sheen’s Life 1s Worth Living; 
and sixth, Catherine Marshall’s A Man Called Peter. 
Thus, in one year alone, two of the first three fiction 
and five of the first six nonfiction best sellers had to 
do with the things of God and the soul. We are 
putting the ladder back. Writers are now taking their 
pens and manuscripts—and thoughts—and are mov- 
ing up to the second floor. 

Let this honestly be said of the home, as well. 
You cannot build an American home adequately with- 
out a spiritual second story of the soul. Youth is 
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realizing now, in all earnestness, that it must think 
marriage through. A careless puppy-love may end in 
a dog’s life. Naturally youth would be frightened to 
see that divorce figures have leaped from one divorce 
in five hundred marriages in colonial days to one in 
three marriages today. 

We used to be interested mainly in the physical, or 
sexual, approach to marriage. Our minds were largely 
Freudian. At Rutgers University there appeared in 
a bulletin this announcement, headed in bold, black 
letters: “SEX AND FREE LOVE!” Underneath, 
in small print, were these words: “Rutgers students 
have been asked to cast their ballots in a university- 
wide referendum on a proposed change in the student 
body constitution. . . . Because it directly affects 
every undergraduate, this question should receive the 
utmost consideration of all. Voting on the amendment 
will be held in the Student Union from 9 to 6. (Please 
excuse the use of the heading on this editorial, but 
the message is so urgent that we wished it to have 
full readership.)” There it is. It has been “sex o’clock” 
on the campus, and to a degree it probably always 
will be. 

Yet the shift to the spiritual is coming. Most 
campuses now have courses on preparation for mar- 
riage which contain spiritual considerations. We re- 
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alize now that one cannot build a home merely on 
the clay of the sensate, on first-floor physical aspects 
alone. 

In an article on “Cold Women, and Why,” Dr. 
Amram Scheinfeld said, “Frigidity is on the increase 
because spirituality is on the decrease. To the man, 
sexual satisfaction is often merely a question of 
achieving a result, whereas to the woman it is more a 
matter of the kind of relationship, of what it implies, 
of how she feels toward her husband and how he 
feels toward her. . . . Anything that causes a woman 
to tighten up mentally or to be chilled emotionally 
will chill her physically. ... Many marriages, 
based on purely physical attraction or a casual affair, 
go on the rocks. . . . Where frigidity does occur, 
most of it can be melted away by human warmth and 
understanding.” Certainly, for even sex is, or should 
be, a thing of the spirit. 

When anything or anyone is crowned, it is crowned 
from above. When the physical relationship reaches 
its highest plane, it is crowned from above with the 
things of the soul and of the spirit, since we are 
more than animals and marriage is the mating of two 
souls as well as of two bodies. 

No greater disappointment seizes husband or wife 
than that which accompanies the discovery that one 
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lives always on the first floor of the secular while the 
other longs also to dwell on the second floor of the 
spiritual. A man said to me one day, “Dr. Evans, 
I am married to a social butterfly. Her life is stuffed 
with sawdust; she has no spiritual depth. I married 
a religious adolescent.” It is tragic when a woman’s 
soul has not kept pace with her body. 

On another occasion a woman came into my office, 
tears streaming down her cheeks, and exclaimed, 
“There is no religion in our home. My husband never 
prays, never thanks God for anything. There is no 
Bible, not even a mention of God. I cannot tell you 
what it means to wake up and realize that you have 
married a mere animal.” That is tragic, too. Each 
must lead the other to the heights of the soul. I 
think this desire for second-floor relationships in 
marriage is expressed by this poem by an unknown 
author: 


You hold my stature; I can grow no higher than you, for 
I grow in you. 

I learn of love as you aspire. If your soul shrivels, then 
mine, too, will shrink. 

I sip the very wine of living that you drink. 

If you falter, then I have no goal; 

You hold the boundaries of my very soul! 

And since you hold me in your heart’s still garden, 

I cannot go unless you hold my hand. 
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You know my zest for mountain-tops, my urge to glimpse 
eternity ; 
So, lover, take my hand and blaze high trails for me. 


Moses was discouraged, as you have been at times, 
harassed by his enemies, treason, hunger, rebellion 
and a golden calf. God said, in effect, “Come up into 
the mount and I will give you rest (poise).”? There 
he stood with God and talked with God. When he 
descended, his face shone as the sun. 

The first peaks to catch the crimson, golden rays 
of the rising sun are the tallest ones. The first to 
catch the optimistic, brave radiance of life are those 
who have climbed high, who have stood tall with God. 

You might exclaim: “I am not Moses; I lead no 
nation, I direct no crowd.” But someone is following 
your footprints in the sands of time. Whether by the 
crib, in the kitchen, in the factory, at a desk, on the 
campus, in society, or on the city street, they lead 
either to the mud flats of secular living or up to the 
highlands of a spiritual purpose and character. Follow 
the footprints of Christ; they will lead you to the 
heights, and always to the second floor where living 
is Life—since He is the Life. 


But O my God! though grovelling I appear 
Upon the ground, and have a rooting here 
Which pulls me downward, yet in my desire 
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To that which is above me I aspire: 

And all my best affections I profess 

To Him that is the Sun of Righteousness. 
Oh! keep the morning of His incarnation, 
The burning noontide of His bitter passion, 
The night of His descending, and the height 
Of His ascension—ever in my sight! 

That, imitating Him in what I may, 

I never follow an inferior way. 


—George Wither 
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IV 
Physician, 
Heal ‘Thyself! 


I AM CHALLENGED, AS AN 
American, every time I read the words of Jesus in 
Luke 4:23:“. . . Doubtless you will quote to me this 
proverb, ‘Physician, heal yourself; what we have 
heard you did at Capernaum, do here also in your 
own country’” (R.S.V.). That was a fair enough 
challenge: We expect you to do here what you did 
in another land. If you cannot do it in your own 
country, how do you expect us to believe it can be done 
elsewhere? This is the pragmatic or practical attitude 
of mind which we meet on every hand today, just 
as Jesus met it in Nazareth. And we should be chal- 
lenged to apply its teaching and truth reverently and 
sensibly in this great and good country of America. 
As a citizen of this country, what, more than any- 
thing else, does America symbolize for you? What 
is it that this nation is trying to do? What is its 
mission? Wherein lies our greatest service to God and 
man? 
Do you think of America as a great giant, limbed 
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with power, standing like a colossus astride the con- 
tinents and the seas? A nation armed to the teeth for 
military warfare? If this is the picture, then the 
response of other lands would be to look upon us with 
fear. We need “healing,” in that direction! God help 
us, if we are ever like that. 

Is America a gigantic factory, with its humming 
machinery, its whirring wheels, its citizens madly 
burning incense to the goddess Production? If this 
be true, we might call forth the world’s admiration 
and see it seek our trade; but it would also call forth 
the world’s jealousy. 

Is America a great family hearthside where its 
people find peace, tranquillity, safety, plenty, culture 
and ease? If this be all, then we would certainly call 
forth the world’s envy—and envy is never good. 

Or is America, to you, a Good Samaritan stooping 
to help a wounded, bleeding world? Is it our task 
to make humanity healthier and happier, to use our 
strength in bearing the infirmities of the weak? If 
this is the true picture, then we would merit the love 
of the world—and of God. 

Can we achieve this as a nation, individually and 
collectively? Can we “heal ourselves” into such status? 

Paul had the good fortune to have with him, on 
many of his travels, a very close friend whose name 
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was Luke. In the fourth chapter of his second letter 
to Timothy he said, rather pathetically, “For Demas 
... has deserted me. . .. Luke alone is with me.... 
Alexander the coppersmith did me great harm... . 
But the Lord stood by me . . .” (R.S.V.). In try- 
ing hours, Paul had two upon whom he could depend: 
the Lord and Luke, his God and his physician. That 
triumvirate will do for any man and any nation. Give 
a man—or a nation—God and a friend, and it and 
he can see anything through. 

Is it possible for America to be a friend to a stricken 
world in this Pauline day of our own? Can we aid 
God in this classic combination of bringing healing 
to man in body, mind and soul? Can we add His 
pity to our power, His mercy to our mechanics, His 
love to our limbs of steel? 

Now you may say, “But you are confusing two 
worlds—Paul’s, and ours.” No, I am not. Our world 
is a Pauline world. In II Corinthians 11, Paul 
describes some of his difficulties: “. . 
more abundant. . . .” What a parallel that verse 
strikes in our minds today! This is an age of workshops 
and toil, and of men sweating to rebuild their rubbled 
cities. It is a day of labor battalions. 

“ , . indeaths oft. . . .” And how often men die! 
One writer estimated that in the first thirty years 
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of the twentieth century, more people have died of 
war and other violence, of pestilence and famine, than 
in the previous eight hundred years! 

“_ ¢ Tin > perus* bythe heathens. ee anv cmare 
threatened by the paganism and the heathenism of 
Communism’s great atheistic forces, which surround 
and sometimes infiltrate us. 

“) | Thrice was [beaten withtrods: eu.) he 
backs of men are scarred by the rods of the dictators, 
and bloody with man’s brutality. 

“<.. . thrice I suffered shipwreck. . . .”” We see 
governments, ideologies and movements suffering 
shipwreck all along the shores of our time. Perhaps 
no other century has seen the wreckage of so many 
would-be Utopias and broken dreams as the one in 
which we live. 

“. . in perils by mine own countrymen... .” 
Treason in our own land! Subversives, spies, counter- 
spies, informers, seem to abound these days; almost 
no faith in man remains. 

“, . . once was I stoned. . . .” The rocks of abuse 
are hurled by tyrants and false accusers until men are 
dizzy, disconsolate and despairing. 

“. . . in perils of robbers. . . .” There are ex- 
orbitant taxes the world around. Eight hundred 
thousand Arabs have been robbed of their homes. 
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Thieves, singly and in armies, steal everything from 
man’s earnings to art galleries and church treasuries. 

“. . The cloke (cloak). . . bring with thee. . .” 
Paul begs, in II Timothy 4:13. This is a colloquial 
way of saying, “They have taken my shirt.” Paul had 
nothing \eft. But he also said, “Luke . . . is with 
iets and, 2. # the Lord stood. by. me..... .” 

Can we be Luke, the physician, to an enslaved 
world? May we reckon our wealth—at least in part— 
in terms of the salvage of human souls, rather than in 
terms of silver and savings! 

If America is to do this, certain things must happen 
here. First of all, we must recognize that the spiritual 
need is very real. Mr. H. G. Wells was right when 
he said, “There is a God-shaped vacuum in every 
man’s soul.” The cries of men’s hearts today are 
largely spiritual cries. We are passing, I think, from 
an age dominated purely by reason and science to a 
day of the religious, the spiritual, and to a very real 
desire for the mystical and personal. 

If we are to meet the needs of the world we must 
change our techniques, and the emphasis must be 
more and more on spiritual service to mankind. The 
church must always be alive to the questions the 
people are asking. Someone has said, “The trouble 
with the church in the last fifty years lies in the fact 
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that it has been answering questions no one was 
asking.” The pet cures of yesterday have no place 
today. The methods of yesteryear are as outdistanced 
by the new techniques of the Spirit as a donkey is 
outdistanced by a jet; as displaced as asafoetida has 
been displaced by penicillin; as probing, clumsy 
fingers have been displaced by X rays. 

We are living in a day when most of the men in 
higher places are crying out our need of God. Some 
time ago, Mr. Charles E. Wilson said, “These prob- 
lems are too big for us; we must project God and 
the church now. We are a nation financially prosper- 
ous but spiritually bankrupt. This may be our last 
chance, for all we know.” Certainly he is right; 
certainly the world is spritually sick, if not bankrupt, 
and its deepest need is for the spiritual healing of 
God. 

This, then, is the area where America can render 
its greatest service to mankind—in the field of the 
spiritual, 

“Physician, heal thyself!” That is the challenge 
to us today. I read recently of a cancer specialist who 
had himself died of cancer. Paul said he feared, when 
preaching to others, that he himself “. . . should be 
(come) a castaway.” It is not unusual for the cobbler’s 
children to go without soles in their shoes. Eli, the 
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high priest who helped many men, failed to help 
his own sons; they died in rebellion against God. 

It is not enough for America to spend her spiritual 
energy in fighting the sins of other nations; she must 
first spend it cooperating with God in erasing her own! 
It is not enough to hate the sins of the world; we 
must, affirmatively, love the good. Hating Com- 
munism is not more necessary than loving, and practic- 
ing, Christian democracy. 

America is sick—spiritually sick. There are ten 
thousand communities in this country without a regu- 
lar minister or church—without a single fort in the 
spiritual wilderness wherein they may protect their 
souls. There are twenty-seven million boys and girls 
in America without religious education; that is spirit- 
ual malnutrition—it is starving for the vitamins of 
God! 

We are chastising other nations for their war crimes 
—but who is there to chastise us? The nation that 
wins a war is in a more dangerous spiritual position 
than the nation that loses it. The defeated nation is 
likely to cry out in humility, “God, why were we 
defeated? Name our sins; cure us; have mercy upon 
us.” But the conqueror is likely to conceive of itself 
as being God’s darling, as being worthy of victory 
in every phase of its endeavor. 


Me ta Re 


THIS IS AMERICA’S HOUR 


While other nations are punished, who will pun- 
ish us for our sins? Surely, we have them. J. Edgar 
Hoover says there is a rape in the United States 
every fifty-two minutes. The Japanese did not com- 
mit rape against our women; we did it to them! 
One-third of our homes are being destroyed by di- 
vorce. The Germans did not bomb our homes like 
that; we did not permit them to come near them. 
Our homes are being destroyed by our own sulphurous 
bombs of selfishness. 

The FBI has recently given us such startling 
statistics as these: There are more barmaids in America 
than there are college girls; there are three times as 
many criminals as there are college students. A hun- 
dred thousand women in this country enter white 
slavery every year, and a million babies, annually, 
are born in illegitimacy. There is a murder in America 
every forty minutes, and one major crime is com- 
mitted every twenty-two seconds. Far too many un- 
apprehended murderers walk our streets today. 

If we spend all our spiritual energies merely in 
crying out against the faults of other nations, and do 
not confess and cure our own, we are likely to ma- 
neuver ourselves into the position of the woman who 
was asked, “Why did you fire your maid?” to which 


e go e 


PHYSICIAN, HEAL THYSELF ! 


she replied, indignantly, “I caught her stealing my 
Waldorf-Astoria towels!” 

I never knew a physician to go into the operating 
room without first “scrubbing up.” If America is to 
assist Christ, the Great Physician, in operating upon 
the soul of this world and in helping to cure its ills, 
then America must “scrub up” first! 

Some time ago, I said to President Eisenhower, 
“Mr. President, I doubt if any man ever came to 
the presidential chair with more hopes and prayers 
behind him than you.” He replied, “Thank you, Dr. 
Evans. I believe what we need now is not so much 
political genius as inner integrity. May God give it to 
all of us.” It is something like this on which we must 
take hold. America must cry, “Create in me a clean 
heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within me!” 
Then we will be on our way. 

A great obligation faces us now, regarding the 
spiritual as well as the physical health of our common- 
wealth children. In Puerto Rico there are approx- 
imately six hundred people per square mile—that is 
ten times as many as there are in the state of Texas. 
Until a short time ago, one-third of the people of 
Puerto Rico lived in some of the worst slums in the 
world. Now, thank God, we are beginning to mend 
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the situation, but for a long time it did not seem that 
we cared. 

Cuba has been free since 1935, and yet has been, 
more or less, leaning on us spiritually. Nearly two- 
thirds of the island is now in our spiritual charge, as 
far as religious education is concerned; yet nine-tenths 
of the people there are without any adequate reli- 
gious instruction. This is our child. 

On one of our Indian reservations there are fewer 
than six Indians who are not addicted to the peyote 
drug. Alaska has two pressing problems. The first 
is tuberculosis; there is fourteen times as great a death 
rate as we have here in the States themselves. The 
second problem is alcoholism. A missionary said re- 
cently, “I have just had three funerals in this small 
community—all resulting from drinking. The first 
man lost his life when his home burned; he had been 
drinking and didn’t know it was on fire. Then two 
young men were lost at sea while drunk; you can’t 
mix salt water and whiskey.” Many of the natives of 
Alaska spend three months of the year fishing; the 
remaining nine months they are idle. Much of this 
idle time is spent in poolrooms and bars. The addiction 
to alcohol is such that someone has estimated that if 
it continues, there may be no native Alaskan race in 
three generations. 
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The world is watching America, to see whether or 
not the principles of brotherhood we preach here are 
being practiced here. They remind us of it when we 
fail! Travelers abroad, speaking to foreign students, 
are often brought up short with the question, “But 
don’t you still have racial hatred in America?” Chi- 
nese and Japanese remind us of the laws we have 
passed to keep Chinese and Japanese out of America; 
Negroes in Africa point us to racial battles in Mis- 
sissippi and Tennessee—and sometimes “up North”! 
Why should the Chinese in China, or the Negroes in 
Africa, bank on our “love” for the East and Africa, 
when such a state of affairs persists in our own land? 
It just isn’t enough to send money to save the soul 
of the man in Africa while we mistreat the African 
here! America, you must heal yourself of the disease 
of race prejudice! Fortunately, America is making 
a determined effort to do just that, right now. 

Again, if America is to minister to this world spirit- 
ually, she must see to it that the Spirit captains her 
technology. Technology is important. In the not too 
distant past, we thought it so important that we almost 
made it a “new Messiah.” If we worshiped at all, we 
worshiped in the laboratory; the smell of chemicals 
was as incense; the tables of valences and mathemat- 
ical charts were our creeds. We were admonished to 
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“learn all the science we can and have confidence 
in ourselves, and that will be the only religion a man 
under forty years of age will need.’ We learned all 
the science we could, and we had great confidence in 
ourselves—and what a fearful bill we paid for that! 
Germany, putting all its faith in science and Hitler, 
nearly broke the world’s back. Russia, training tech- 
nicians frantically and outlawing God completely, 
threatens the same thing after Hitler is dead and gone. 
We ourselves, in America, came perilously close to 
following the same deadly path. We all became a 
little like the woman who advertised in the local news- 
paper: “Wanted—to marry a farmer with a tractor. 
Please send picture of the tractor.” 

But, thank God, it is not so with us today. A great 
change has come over us. In a sense, our scientists 
are becoming very efficient evangelists. Whenever I 
visit a university, I always go to the science laboratory 
and, sitting there amid the bottles, test tubes and 
electronics machines, I question the scientists. Most 
of them start preaching a sermon, after a short time, 
on the absolute necessity of our souls catching up with 
our brains in this material age. Our scientists are more 
spiritually-minded today than ever before in our 
history. 

For a while our goddess was Production. We were 
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far more interested in that than we were in purity; we 
were more interested in arms than in our own at- 
titudes. Businessmen in America spent more time be- 
fore breakfast studying the market reports than they 
did in reading their Bibles, because what they had 
was becoming far more important to them than 
what they were; they were more interested in cash 
than in character. We were of course thankful for 
our ability to produce things, but this, after all, 
was just another cause of our problems. We were 
grateful for the invention of the cotton gin—but 
with this came the problems of labor and indus- 
trial slavery. We were grateful for the automobile 
factory production line—but with it came new 
problems. Nineteen million people rushed into 
the cities to answer the call for production. Most of 
them hurried to the factories; that gave rise to tre- 
mendous problems of secularism. Many a working- 
man said, “Religion is like shoe polish; women and 
children like it, but it doesn’t mean much to a man in 
boots”—and most men wore boots! 

We are being reminded now by our urban religious 
and industrial leaders that we must keep God in the 
city, and the church on the busy metropolitan corner. 
Dr. Marshall Scott has said that there are two and 
a half times as many workingmen in the United 
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States as there are white-collar and professional 
people. Large parts of the church have been increas- 
ingly concerned with white-collar men and less and 
less concerned with skilled and unskilled labor; we 
need concern for both. 

Many things can happen to the souls of men in 
great metropolitan industrial areas. One of our city 
workers reports that in the McKim Community 
House in Baltimore, a Sunday school teacher said 
to him, “The scope of our opportunity can be judged 
by the fact that in my teen-age Sunday school class 
two of the girls have been prostitutes, three boys are 
on parole from training schools, and two others are 
on probation from Juvenile Court.” Quite a record of 
juvenile failure in a single youthful circle! 

It is not enough that our factories turn out good 
machines; our nation must turn out good men. While 
I was on a preaching mission for the Air Force, a flier 
said to me, “You know, Dr. Evans, I have flown 
fifty-seven missions and never cracked up once; but 
morally I have cracked up seven times. What do you 
have to say to me?” J] replied: “I have this to say 
to you: Any nation that can make machines that don’t 
crack up, but that cannot make men who don’t 
crack up, may be on its way out.” 

As never before we need churches, community 
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houses, workers, to go to the soul of labor in our 
great industrial areas. We need more to go into the 
residential districts, the suburbs and the rural areas, 
into the highways and byways. Dr. Scott said, “The 
future of our church in the next generation depends 
largely on how effectively we minister to the wage- 
earners in this generation.” This is certainly part 
of our problem. 

The unusual statement was made some time ago 
that “no American Roman Catholic Cardinal has been 
ordained who has not been the son of laboring 
people.” It would be very unfortunate for the Catho- 
lic church if all religious leaders of that church had 
one single type of background, but it would be equally 
unfortunate for the Protestant church if the back- 
ground of all its leaders was devoid of such experience 
as this. All classes, in balance, must be represented 
in the Church of Jesus Christ, and I think we are 
swinging back to a more normal status in this. 

Some time ago IJ lunched as a guest at a great labor 
convention in Los Angeles. One of the leaders said 
that, within his personal knowledge, eighty-five per 
cent of the leaders of labor were church members. 
We rejoice if this be true, for we must marshal our 
leadership from all classes of men. 

One of the things of which we must beware, how- 
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ever, is the comfort of a false optimism—something 
we might define as the “opiate of relativity.” This 
is a dangerous drug; it is a cover-up, not a cure. 
By “opiate of relativity” I mean the putting of our- 
selves at ease and imagining that the disease is cured 
simply by comparing our yesterdays with our today. 

This danger is particularly great in the field of 
evangelism. The Presbyterian denomination was very 
gratified to discover, a few years ago, that because of 
the New Life Movement of that church, the years 
1948 and 1949 showed the largest increase in church 
membership of any two years in our history. This is, 
of course, gratifying. Also, while the population of 
the United States has increased twenty-two per cent 
in the last twenty years, the membership of all 
churches has increased forty-four per cent. This, too, 
should give us some reason for elation, although 
it is not the recognized, larger churches that have 
made the largest of these gains. The sects and the 
cults seemed to have greatly outpassioned us. We 
must remember, however, that right now in America 
there are, numerically speaking, more people outside 
the church than ever before in history, even though 
percentagewise a larger number are members of a 
church. 

It is comforting, if only to a degree, that while 
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some years ago it took twenty-eight people a whole 
year to win one other person to the Kingdom of 
Christ, it now take only twenty members to do the 
same thing. That is a somewhat encouraging fact— 
until we compare ourselves with other movements. 
One Communist sets himself up as a cell, and single- 
handedly wins twenty-five to his cause—but it still 
takes twenty Christians to win one to the Kingdom 
of God! Here again we are being outpassioned. 

By thus comparing one year with another, we dream 
happily under this “opiate of relativity,” but by 
comparing ourselves in the same way with the gains 
of other movements, we see immediately the actual 
anemia of our efforts. 

It has been said that “As long as there remains 
a gap between what you are and what you aspire to be, 
you have to press forward. When you cease to advance, 
you begin to fall back.” We may paraphrase this by 
saying that as long as there remains a gap between 
what we aspire to and what the Communist aspires 
to, we must press forward or we fall back. 

The same thing is true in the realm of America’s 
stewardship. This, too, can be a matter of relativity. 
A few years ago the Board of National Missions 
in one denomination registered a twenty-five per cent 
increase in one year’s giving, as against a seventeen 
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per cent increase the year before. But when we think 
of what others, less blessed, do, this progress does 
not seem so vital relatively. In one desperate year the 
people in the West Indies, in that same denomination, 
were told that the church budget would have to be 
cut. These poverty-stricken people increased their 
own giving ten per cent. In poor Puerto Rico they 
increased their giving twenty-six per cent; in Cuba, 
thirty-seven per cent; in the Dominican Republic, 
sixty-six per cent. In comparison with this, our 
“mainland” enthusiasm looked a bit pale. In the 
early days, the Israelites gave ten per cent of all they 
had to God, and sometimes in the special years of 
jubilee offerings they gave as much as thirty per cent. 
America is giving less than two per cent to God. 
Statistics, of course, can be frightening enough, but 
this story frightened me more: A man was standing 
on a street corner when he was approached by another 
man, who asked for some money for a meal. The first 
man said, “I won’t give you money, because I don’t 
know how you would spend it, but I will buy you a 
meal, Come with me.” The second man said, “No; 
I’m busy and you’re busy. Just give me the money, 
and I?ll go my way and you go yours.” The first man 
said, “No, come with me and I’II buy you the meal.” 
After some hesitancy, the beggar went with him, and 
they ate together. The second man ate avidly; evi- 


Se OO 


PHYSICIAN, HEAL THYSELF! 


dently he was half-starved. At the conclusion of the 
meal the first man said, “Tell me; what were you 
going to do with the money? You weren’t going to 
spend it on food, were you?” The second man replied, 
“No, I was not. Ill tell you what I was going to 
do with it. You have been kind to me, and [ll 
be honest with you. You see, sir, I’m a Commu- 
nist. Two blocks down the street we have a print 
shop. We have type all set up, but we couldn’t 
get paper because we have run out of money. Three 
of my comrades and I vowed we’d go without eating 
for four days and use the money for our meals to buy 
paper. You see, sir, we have to get the message out.” 

“We have to get the message out!” Have any of 
my readers gone without a meal for just one day, in 
order to “get the message out”? Mussolini was able 
to bring the women of Italy to such a state of enthu- 
siasm for a new Roman Empire that they stripped 
the rings from their fingers and the jewels from 
their necks, and gave them to him for war. It has 
been a long time since I have seen any woman of the 
church do this for the Kingdom cause. 

That is the difficulty; these other movements both 
“outpassion” and “outpurse” us. Let us remember 
that at any given moment in history, that moment 
belongs to the passionate and the dedicated. Some- 
times too few of us are either one. 
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Am I pessimistic? God forbid! An intern once 
came to his superior and said, “I am sick of human 
nature; I am fed up with odors and diseases and 
putrefaction and death. I am so sick of humanity I 
could destroy it. What do you do, doctor, to keep 
going?” The older man replied, “Young man, I 
always look at humanity from a curative standpoint; 
there is something we can do about it.” No, I am 
not a pessimist; I am an optimist, because I look 
at humanity from the curative standpoint; there is 
something we can do about it. Christ is here, and He 
can use us. While others may shout in panic, “See 
what this world has come to!” you and I can cry 
out in faith, “See Who has come to this world!” 

More people than ever before are now coming to 
the church—to the divine doctor’s office. It is our 
opportunity to make the prescription clear. This is 
no time for stammering; we have the cure for the 
world’s ills, and it is up to us to apply it. We must 
not be daunted by the world’s fears and frustrations; 
we must have but one fear now, and that is the fear 
of failing God. John Foster Dulles has reminded us 
that “Faith is as contagious as fear’; let us not forget 
this. 

Let us remember also that while we might not 
know what tomorrow holds, we do know Who holds 
tomorrow. This must be the basis of our faith. 
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a group of people at the Lincoln Memorial in Wash- 
ington. One lad stood gazing up in silent awe at the 
rawboned figure, tall even when seated in the giant 
stone chair. A woman looked with unabashed admira- 
tion at the rugged, homely face that somehow holds 
an inward handsomeness. Strong men came up quietly, 
doffed their hats and stood awhile in thoughtful 
admiration, then walked away the stronger. A couple, 
evidently of another country, gazed at the statue 
as though saluting the best in America’s soul. 

This Memorial is a shrine; to it come thousands 
of Christian Americans, week in and week out, to 
pay tribute to one who has become perhaps the most 
idolized of all Americans. Yet there are some who 
say that this admiration is misplaced—that this Lin- 
coln is not all he is thought to be. Some critics would 
tell our lad and our woman, our strong men and 
our couple from abroad, that they are a bit too 
zealous, and a bit uninformed, in their admiration of 
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the rail-splitting hero who saved this nation from a 
fatal split. Are the critics right? Are these people 
under a delusion? Is this statue to Lincoln a monu- 
ment to a gigantic hypocrisy—or is it the solid symbol 
of great moral honesty and spiritual integrity? 

Biographically and historically, you and I must 
make a decision about Lincoln. Was he an infidel, a 
charlatan, a deceiver, a man whose religion was a 
“pose” and one who pretended to be something he 
was not? Or was he a man of deep religious experi- 
ence, of earnest prayer, of high Christian concepts? 
He could not be both. 

I like to think of him as a great American Christian, 
and I believe a good case can be made for that belief 
—a case worthy of the study of every American Chris- 
tian. 

There have been some who thought otherwise, and 
their conclusions about Lincoln, if we are to be haitt 
deserve our close attention. William Henry Hern- 
don, for instance, who was Lincoln’s law partner in 
the years of Lincoln’s young manhood, wrote, bump- 
tiously and airily: “Proclamations of Mr. Lincoln, 
while President of the United States, are quoted to 
show that he was a Christian. Mr. Lincoln was Presi- 
dent of a Christian people, and he but used their 
ideas, language, speech and forms. So would Tom 
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Paine have done, had he been President of this free 
people. Lincoln was very politic, and a shrewd man 
in some particulars. When he was talking to a Chris- 
tian, he adapted himself to the Christian.” * 

But Herndon found himself contradicted almost 
immediately. Of his abortive picture of Lincoln, Dr. 
D. C. Mearns of Washington said: “Such an appraisal 
was nonsense; it was also infamous. It is true that 
Mr. Lincoln was first and foremost a politician—but 
he never was a charlatan, a masquerader, an impostor. 
Honest Abe had a reputation for forthrightness and 
personal deprecation. He had no talent for feigning 
to be what he was not.” ? 

William E. Barton, another Lincoln biographer, 
took the same view: “The religion of Abraham Lin- 
coln was part and parcel of his life, and his life was 
an evolution whose successive stages can be measured 
with reasonable certainty.” * 

Now, no man can be both infidel and earnest reli- 
gionist at the same time. Which was Lincoln? 

Though we may be unmindful of it, we all survey 
and appraise another’s character through the binoc- 
ulars of prejudice, or at least we are tempted to do 
so. There are churchmen, and others, who are spirit- 
ually-minded and who, being such, would be glad to 
include Mr. Lincoln within the society of believers, 
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and who attribute much of his dynamic power and 
leadership to his belief in those tenets and truths 
which they themselves hold so dear. They “want 
him in.” This is natural. 

On the other hand, the irreligionist and the infidel 
is ever seeking the company of another unbeliever. 
“Misery loves company,” and it would be no slight 
comfort to the unbeliever to be able to name Lincoln 
among his intellectual kin. Unbelief gets lonely and 
seeks companionship, real or imagined. 

William Henry Herndon seemed destined to look 
at Lincoln, at times, through the inverted binoculars 
of a scorned and alienated person. He had hoped for 
a presidential appointment in the government when 
his friend Lincoln came to power, but it was not forth- 
coming. He was addicted to alcohol, and had certain 
other disqualifications that kept Lincoln from giving 
him the honor he desired and sought. From that 
time on, Herndon became a source of negative in- 
formation and a fountain of argument for biographers 
who wrote of Lincoln as something other than a 
godly and sincere man. Actually, Herndon passed out 
of his life when Lincoln took his place in the White 
House, and from that time on Herndon had little 
opportunity to know the Lincoln of later presidential 
days. 
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- As David Donald wrote in his Lincoln’s Herndon, 

“Having lost touch with his reliable sources, Hern- 
don became increasingly willing to accept wild legends 
about Lincoln—and now he was completely gul- 
lible.” * In his violent hatred of the President, Hern- 
don even hinted at the possibility of Lincoln’s being 
an illegitimate child. “This unsavory gossip has been 
repeated because it is a typical example of Herndon’s 
mental processes during his later years. He assumed 
unproved happenings; he then inferred that Lincoln 
knew about them. By combining intuitive biographies 
and pseudo-psychoanalysis, Herndon produced his 
ultimate ‘revelation’ of Lincoln.” ° 

Another thing should be said here. There were 
two Lincolns. One was the Lincoln of pre-White 
House days, full of doubts, questionings and mis- 
givings—political, personal, religious and theological. 
The other was the Lincoln of the White House— 
maturing, deeply religious and devoted to the will 
of God. 

The first Lincoln was the one Herndon knew; to 
the second Lincoln he was a stranger. 

Of this metamorphosis and spiritual change, Dr. 
Mearns, a fine student of Lincoln, wrote: “The under- 
standing of Lincoln depends on an understanding 
that maturity came slowly to him; he never stopped 
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growing, and in the process he outgrew many things. 
His nature was profoundly emotional; his moods 
alternated between ecstasy and despair; there was no 
accounting for them. He was a changeling.” ® But he 
changed for the better, of that there can be no doubt. 

Lincoln had a religious mother, and he got some of 
his earliest spiritual precepts at her knee. Granted that 
his early days were characterized by some youthful 
skepticism; what youth does not have such days? 
Yet his critics gleefully and enthusiastically record 
that such men as Volney and Tom Paine uprooted 
his convictions about things spiritual. At times, Lin- 
coln did falter between faith and doubt, confidence 
and despair. There were times when his life was full 
of the delirium of unbelief, when the question marks 
of the mind were grappling hooks for the constructive 
period of thought; but he gradually pounded these 
into exclamation marks which, like pilings, were 
pounded down to rest upon the bedrock of a matured 
spiritual conviction. 

Changing question marks into exclamation marks is 
for many people a part of the process of early religion. 
“When I was a child, I spake as a child, I understood 
as a child, I thought as a child: but when I became a 
man, I put away childish things.” Lincoln grew up 
spiritually during the days of his Presidency, and I 
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wish to think mainly of that development, which gave 
us Lincoln, the man of God. 

As William E. Barton has said, “His life was an 
evolution whose successive stages can be measured 
with reasonable certainty. Not only did his religious 
convictions develop and broaden under the stimuli 
of his constantly broadening spiritual environment 
but they broadened in the growth of his own personal- 
ity. 

The best way to make sure that we have put aside 
the binoculars of prejudice, which enlarge or diminish 
the facts, is the way of documentation. The incidents 
and quotations in this chapter have been carefully 
documented, and can be verified in the Library of 
Congress. Many incidents, possibly true ones, have 
been left out because of insufficient documentation. 

Responsibility often deepens a man’s dependence 
upon God. His confidence comes to reside in the fact 
that he is an echo of God’s will, rather than a voice 
depicting his own wisdom. 

On the dull, gray day that Lincoln left Springfield, 
his home for years, he stood on the platform of the 
train and said to his townsmen, “I leave now, not 
knowing when, or whether ever, I shall return, with 
a task before me greater than that which rested on 
the shoulders of Washington. 
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“Without the assistance of the Divine Being, who 
ever attended him, I cannot succeed. [Is that infi- 
delity? ] With that assurance I cannot fail. Trusting 
in Him who can go with me, and remain with you 
and be everywhere for good, let us confidently hope 
that all will be well.” ® 

Thus, as the colossal burden dropped on his 
shoulders, he spoke of his complete dependence upon 
God. From that time on, many of his intimates saw 
that a change had come over Abraham Lincoln. From 
then on, a sense of deep seriousness and mission 
possessed him. The tall man was making royal prog- 
ress; he was beginning to understand and appreciate 
the power of God in helping man with the problems 
of his life. 

Lincoln arrived in Washington on Saturday, Feb- 
ruary 23, 1861. The next morning, in the company 
of Secretary Seward, he worshiped at St. John’s Epis- 
copal Church on H Street. None knew that the tall 
man with the black beard, sitting in Pew No. I, was 
the President-elect. 

Quite unconscious of the identity of this worshiper, 
the rector, Dr. Smith Pyne, read a Psalm in meter 
that was, in reality, to set the tone of Lincoln’s con- 
fidence in the guidance of God: 
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Depend on God, and Him obey 
So thou within the land shall stay 
Secure from danger and from want; 


Make His commands thy chief delight. 


After the service, Dr. Pyne was introduced to the 
tall stranger in plain black clothes, with black whiskers 
and hair well trimmed. One lady in the congregation 
announced that “he was almost good looking.” From 
that day on, Lincoln was to find in the pew his 
purity of motive; in the service of the church, his 
serenity; in its worship, strength for his work. 

In 1861, speaking before the New Jersey Senate, 
he said, “I shall be most happy indeed if I shall 
be a humble instrument in the hands of the Almighty 
and of this, His chosen people.” *” These words were 
to be characteristic of Lincoln in the strategic days 
ahead. 

In those fateful days, especially when the Emanci- 
pation Proclamation was before him, he spoke these 
words: “The subject is on my mind, by day and night, 
more than any other. Whatever will appear to be 
God’s will, I will do.” 

The compass of man’s conscience is a useless gadget 
unless it finds its “magnetic north.” That power that 
pulls the needle of thought inevitably in its direction 
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is one’s summum bonum, one’s moral ultimate— 
someone or something that stands head and shoulders 
above the crowd, and draws a man’s mind and action 
to itself at any cost. Men of conviction are men who 
have become the “convicts,” the captives, of some 
great ideal, and who find themselves powerless save 
to follow the thing or person at any place, at any 
time, and at any cost. 

Lincoln had found his “magnetic north,” his sum- 
mum bonum, his moral ultimate. It was the Christ. 
Before the signing of the Emancipation Proclamation, 
he said to a friend, “I know there is a God and that 
He hates prejudice and slavery. I see the storm 
coming and I know His hand is in it. If He has a 
place and a work for me, and I think He has, I 
believe I am ready. I am nothing, but truth is every- 
thing. I know I am right, for Christ teaches it [lib- 
erty |, and Christ is God!””"* The needle of his compass 
of conscience pointed to the Son of God. That was 
enough; he was ready to follow Him to the end. 
Lincoln had come to that twofold dynamic of all 
spiritual and moral courage: not only “what he knew,” 
but “Whom he knew.” 

Infidelity to God strikes first at the primary source 
of religious knowledge—the Word of God. From 
his earliest days, however, Lincoln had been reared 
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with a respect for that Word. The Bible was the 
first of the three books that most influenced his 
life. 

His stepsister, Matilda, said this of a boyhood 
custom of Lincoln’s: “When father and mother would 
go to church, they walked about a mile and a half. 
When they were gone, Abe would take down the 
Bible, read a verse, give a hymn, and we would sing.” 

In his later life Lincoln memorized great portions 
of the Bible. He committed much of Isaiah to mem- 
ory. His ability to recite chapter after chapter from 
memory made him often able to correct any mis- 
quotation, and this was a constant source of wonder 
to his friends. 

When he had received a copy of the Bible as a gift 
froma Mrs. Speed, he made a promise to her through 
her son, a friend: “Tell your mother that I have 
not her present, an Oxford Bible, with me, but I 
intend to read it regularly when I return home. I 
doubt not that it is really, as she says, the best cure 
for the blues, should one but take it according to the 
truth.” In dark days he would find it just that: the 
greatest cure for despondency his soul would know. 

When a group of devoted colored people pre- 
sented him with a Bible, he took the purple velvet, 
golden-bound book in his hand and thanked them 
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with these words: “In regard to this great Book, I 
have but this to say: it is the best gift God has given 
to man. All the good the Saviour gave to the world 
was communicated through this Book. But for it we 
could not know right from wrong. All things most 
desirable for man’s welfare, here and hereafter, are 
to be found portrayed in it.” 

In the larger family Bible of his hearthside there 
were written, in his own hand, the vital records of his 
household. With reverent fingers he had etched the 
record of his marriage, the births of his sons and the 
deaths of two of them. Men do not engross the most 
beloved names on despised pages! 

Lincoln used his Bible. He referred to it in his 
addresses; shaped his thinking after its precepts; 
marshalled his arguments from its pages; wove it into 
the warp and woof of his official and personal actions. 
This Book was the rugged rudder of his life. 

There are two facets to the Christian life: “He that 
believeth on the Son hath everlasting life...” 
(John 3:36)—that is the necessary creed. And “Not 
every one that saith unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter 
into the kingdom of heaven; but he that doeth the 
will of my Father which is in heaven” (Matt. 720) 
—that is conduct. The Christian life requires both 
precept and practice, doctrine and deed, the creed 
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and the conduct. When either element is lacking, 
that man is not, in essence, a Christian. 

Was Lincoln a Christian in concept and action? 
Was he not a creedal man? Was he not a believer? 

Once in his career—the date is not known, but it 
was probably early in his life—Lincoln said, “When 
any church will inscribe over its altar, as its sole 
qualification for membership, the Saviour’s condensed 
statement of both the Law and the Gospel—Thou 
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and 
with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with 
all thy mind; and thy neighbour as thyself’—that 
church will I join with all my heart and all my 
soul.” 

Did Lincoln one day progress beyond this “Golden 
Rule complex”—which some call sufficient—and go 
beyond that framework which is far too simple for 
the mature thinker? Christ demands more than that; 
He requires a theology, a Christology, an attitude 
toward sin and redemption and the future. 

Lincoln undoubtedly grew to a creed with a richer 
content. Most of us do not wear our beliefs on our 
coat sleeves. Should the world piece together all the 
creedal statements we have made in our conversations, 
all the elements of our creed that we have penned in 
letter or in manuscript, of how many of us could it be 
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said that such expressions and statements set forth 
all we believe? 

Mr. Lincoln, in his private and public statements 
and writings, evidenced far more of a creed than 
many Christians in the churches ever state publicly 
or privately. Glance now at these statements of Mr. 
Lincoln, taken from properly documented sources, 
and see how they build up a composite creed within 
his soul: 


Deity: “T believe in God, Father Almighty, Ruler of na- 
HONS. 5 

The Creator: I made the promise to myself and to my 
Maker NF 

The Omniscience of God: “. . . God, who notes the fall 
of a sparrow and numbers the hairs of our heads.” 

The Omipresence of God: “T believe it is right to recognize 
and confess the presence of the almighty Father equally 
in our triumphs and sorrows.” 

The Fatherhood of God: “Our Father in Heaven . . .”; 
“. . . being a humble instrument in the hands of our 
Heavenly Father... .” 

The Sovereignty of God: “T believe that the will of God 
prevails. Without Him, all human reliance is vain. With- 
out the assistance of that Divine Being, I cannot succeed. 
With that assistance, I cannot fail.” “We cannot but 
believe that He who made the world still governs it.” 

The Divinity of Christ: “I know it (liberty) is right, be- 
cause Christ teaches it, and Christ is God.” 
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The Saviourship of Christ: “All the good from the Sa- 
viour of the world is communicated to us... .” 

Satan: “To my way of thinking, they condemned and 
insulted God and His Church far more than did Satan 
when he tempted the Saviour.” * 


Repentance: “I am a patient man, always willing to forgive 


on the Christian terms of repentance.” \* 


The Bible: “I believe that the Bible is the best gift that 
God has ever given to man.” “Take all of this Book upon 
reason that you can, and the balance on faith, and you 
will live and die a happier man.” 


Eternal Life: “I look, through the help of God, to a joyous 


meeting with my loved ones gone before.” 

That, to me, is a superbly fine Christian creed— 
and it was Lincoln’s creed! I find myself wondering 
what Herndon and all the other negative critics would 
do with it! 

Lincoln knew many clergymen in his career, but 
none was closer to him than Dr. James Gurley, pastor 
of the New York Avenue Presbyterian Church in 
Washington, D.C., where Lincoln worshiped regu- 
larly. Unreserved in the presence of his pastor, Lin- 
coln said many things “. . . in the privacy of social 
and personal conversation which the world never 
heard. Many times these two men discussed their 
duties to God and their own souls; the claims which 
Christ had laid upon their lives; and the retributions 
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and glories of another world, exhibited and pressed 
upon their consciences.” *° 

Lincoln was said to be a regular attendant at the 
midweek prayer meetings at the Church. During the 
days of pressures from the Abolitionists, when his 
protectors demanded that he exercise all due caution 
and frequent the crowded places less often without 
escort; when many gathered outside the Church to 
press their desires for favor—Dr. Gurley made his 
study, just off the lecture room, available to Mr. Lin- 
coln, to free him from unwelcome interruptions. 
There, week after week, sat Lincoln, the door ajar, 
joining in the prayers unseen by the others who met 
there. He loved those hours because, he said, they 
were characterized more by prayer than by speaking. 
There, quietly, he sought the companionship of God 
and his people.” 

When his son Willie died, it was straight to the 
church and its comfort that he made his way. The 
passing of this lad of nine years wounded his heart 
like a sword. With Dr. Gurley’s arm about his shoul- 
ders and his prayers about his heart, he found his 
strength and comfort for this visit of death. After Dr. 
Gurley had preached the funeral service, Mr. Lincoln 
asked for a copy of the sermon, that he might keep it 
as a constant source of comfort. A touching gift to the 
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church was made by the Lincolns at that hour— 
touching not in quantity but in character. It was the 
sum of $5.50—“the amount Willie had in his pocket 
at his death.” Here, too, was a step forward for this 
great soul. His faith was being shaped on “the anvil 
horns of pain.” 

“During the strategic battle of Bull Run, Dr. 
Gurley sat on the rear porch of the White House with 
the President. When the strain became unbearable, 
Lincoln dropped to his knees beside Dr. Gurley and 
they both poured out their hearts in petition for the 
Cause, and for the guidance of God.” * 

On the occasion of the framing of the Emancipa- 
tion Proclamation, it was Dr. Gurley to whom he 
went for advice, and the corrections on the manu- 
script followed that conference. 

Then, “. . . late in the evening of April 14, 1865, 
occurred the event which plunged the nation into 
mourning—the assassination of President Lincoln. 
Immediately afterwards, Dr. Gurley, as the pastor of 
the dying President and his family, was summoned 
to his bedside, and remained until he breathed his 
last. As soon as the spirit had fled, the Secretary of 
War turned to Dr. Gurley and said, ‘Doctor, will you 
say something?’ After a brief pause Dr. Gurley, ad- 
dressing the weeping relatives and sympathizing 
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friends around the deceased President, replied, ‘Let 
us talk with God,’ and kneeling, proceeded to offer 
an impressive prayer which, even in that.dark hour of 
gloom, lighted up, as with sunshine, every sorrowing 
Deant 2) 

On the long journey to the tomb at Springfield, 
Dr. Gurley had opportunity to write some poetry of 
beauty and comfort, which was set to music for the 
services. Then he closed the services with prayer and 
the apostolic benediction. “From the first to the last, 
it was Dr. Gurley’s lot to be present, as the pastor 
of the President’s family, the minister of Christ in 
scenes of terrible personal and national sorrow.” 2° 

There can be no reasonable doubt that in those 
trying days Aaron the Priest stood beside Moses 
the Leader, holding up his hands until the going 
down of the sun. 

It is true that Lincoln, up to the time of his death, 
had not officially joined a church; but his devotion 
to the church, his use of its guidance and fellowship, 
his seeking out of the offices and strength of the pastor, 
made him more a part of the church than some mem- 
bers officially on the rolls, His pew in the New York 
Avenue Presbyterian Church was No. 14, and he was 
a regular worshiper there. He liked the preaching of 
Dr. Gurley. “I like his preaching,” Lincoln said. 
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“Ffe doesn’t preach politics. I get enough of that 
through the week, and when I go to church I like to 
hear the Gospel.” Lincoln’s heart and soul were being 
shaped like granite under the chisel of preaching and 
worship. 

One aged lady recorded her memory of the Presi- 
dent at church: “I can see him still, as he would come 
swinging up the aisle on Sunday morning with his 
boys following him. He would stand until they filed 
in; then he would take his place at the end of the 
pew.” 

One Sunday he arrived and sat sideways on the 
edge of his pew, as was his custom, since the narrow 
space between the pews cramped his long legs. Just 
as the service began, down the aisle came a forlorn- 
looking man, poorly clad, awkward, seeking a seat. 
Instantly Lincoln’s arm shot out and gathered in the 
wanderer; he was heard to say, “Come right in here, 
brother. There is plenty of room.” 

Mrs. Lincoln was a Presbyterian, and she was 
always desirous that her husband become a part of that 
denomination, or affiliate himself with one of the 
“established” churches, such as her own. Lincoln, 
however, was friendly with all sorts of religious 
leaders, many of whom advocated a type of service 
and worship less formal than the Presbyterian. But, 
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despite this free-thinking independence, New York 
Avenue was his Church. One of that Church’s historic 
documents is a photostatic copy of a check Lincoln 
wrote for pew rent: “To Dr. Gurley, for church.” 
The amount was for $25.00; the date, June 25, 
1863.” 

While he had not actually allowed his name to be 
placed on the membership roll of the Church, his life 
certainly found him in the role of the Church—and 
busy in it as a worshiper and as one endeavoring to 
live out its precepts. Why he did not join officially, 
we do not know. Early in his career he said to a 
friend, “I am not a Christian, but I would be one!” 
Now, any man can become a Christian who longs so 
to become one. Did Lincoln not become one, in fact? 

Certainly his composite creed would have admitted 
him into almost any church. His conduct would have 
admitted him. Was it his great humility that held him 
back? “I would be one!” There have always been 
those who wanted to be churchmen, but who honestly 
doubted their worthiness to bear the name. Was Lin- 
coln waiting for a “worthiness”? 

Excessive humility is not always good. It can be 
mistaken. There are always those who in humility 
revere the name of the church but who do not permit 
the church to use theirs. This is unfair. They are 
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those who, like sheep, feed at its hand and live on its 
precepts, but who will not admit that they are “of the 
flock.” That is selfish. There are those who use the 
church more than they permit the church to use them, 
who ask the church for more than they give in return. 
The church is the body of Christ; He is its Head. We 
cannot sever one from the other; the two must stand 
inseparable. 

If we all did this, there would be no church. None 
would be able to warm their souls at its altars, for it 
would soon be deserted by those who had faithfully 
tended its fires. 

Yet the church will go on saying to needy men: “I 
will give you all I have, though you give me little of 
what you have.” As long as the church does this un- 
selfishly for men, so long will many say of her what 
Lincoln said: “God bless all the churches, and blessed 
be the Lord God, who in our great trial gives us the 
churches.” 

Lincoln grew constantly in creed and character. 
He was ever maturing in his sense of duty. Did this 
hold in his relationship with the church? 

There are those of his contemporaries who claimed 
that he had expressed an intention of joining its ranks 
officially, just before his death. While this is not 
adequately documented, we cannot take lightly the 
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statement of Mrs. Sidney L. Louck, a member at New 
York Avenue and a personal friend of Dr. Gurley 
and his daughter Fanny. This statement she had 
notarized and documented in February of 1928: 

“After Mr. Lincoln’s death, Dr. Gurley told me 
that Mr. Lincoln had made all the necessary arrange- 
ments with him and the Session of the New York 
Avenue Presbyterian Church to be received into the 
membership of the said Church on confession of faith 
in Christ, on Easter Sunday following the Friday 
night on which Mr. Lincoln was assassinated. At the 
time of the experience herein stated, I was about 
thirty years of age, and remember clearly and dis- 
tinctly the experience herein stated.” This docu- 
ment is now in the possession of the Church.”? 

If Lincoln did not join the church outwardly, here, 
there are those who believe that he joined the church 
“on the other side of the sea.” Dr. Miner, Lincoln’s 
Springfield pastor, has related what happened in the 
box at the Ford Theatre the night Lincoln was shot. 
Mrs. Lincoln told him that Lincoln did not go that 
night so much to see the play as to escape the throng 
of White House visitors. Says Dr. Miner: 

“Fle was opening his heart to her just before the 
curtain fell on the play, and on his person. He seemed 
to take no notice of what was going on in the theatre, 
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from the time he entered it to the fatal discharge of 
the pistol. He said that the last day he lived was the 
happiest of his life. The very last moments of his 
conscious life were spent in conversation with her 
about his future plans, and what he wanted to do 
when his term of office expired. 

“He said that he wanted to visit the Holy Land 
and see the places hallowed by the footprints of the 
Saviour. He was saying that there was no city he so 
much desired to see as Jerusalem—and with that 
word half-spoken on his tongue, the bullet of the 
assassin entered his brain, and the soul of the great 
and good President was carried by the angels to the 
New Jerusalem above.” * 

Had he had his wish—but in God’s way? Only 
God knows. Some have no doubt that he walked with 
the Master in that Other City, that he joined the 
Church Triumphant on that Easter Sunday, as his 
soul had vowed to do. And none of us can have any 
doubt whatsoever, as we read the record of his life, 
that he walked with the Master as he lived in our 
midst—an earnest, honest, seeking disciple of Him 
who gives the truth that sets men free. 

Such was Abraham Lincoln, Christian American! 
If he is not typical of all Christian Americans, he is an 
inspiration sent of God to help us to be as thoroughly 
Christian, in our hour of crisis and decision. 
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